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DAD’S DETECTIVE BEST FRIEND 


Detective Matt O'Brien gets more than he's expecting when 
he investigates an intruder on his property and discovers 
that it’s the sexiest woman he has ever seen. He has to have 
her...but first he has to find out who she is and just what she 
wants from him. When he does what he finds out will turn 
his whole world upside down...yet nothing seems as 
important as getting this woman into his arms...and his bed. 


Lucy is desperate to save her dad and to do what she needs 
to persuade Matt to help them...but she hadn't reckoned on 
falling for him as soon as she sees him. She needs to tell 
him the truth - she's his best friend's daughter - but that's 
not so easy to do once he's got her in handcuffs and 
completely at his mercy... 


*Dad’s Detective Best Friend is an _ insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Le 


I’m not sure why I’m creeping around this guy’s backyard 
as opposed to just approaching the front door. I was trying 
not to be seen. Dad’s warnings to be careful and stay 
underground have made me paranoid, so I thought maybe 
knocking on the back door would be safer. I didn’t really 
think through the fact that jumping over the fence in order 
to get to the back door doesn’t make me careful, it makes 
me look like a criminal. 


Which is pretty ironic, considering that my Dad is currently 
sitting in jail waiting to see if he gets bail or not. 


My father, the cop. I’m still reeling from everything I have 
just found out. Looking back now I guess the signs that he 
was a bit shady were always there, but I’ve always 
considered my Dad to be a good, stand-up guy. A decent 
citizen and upholder of the law. Now he’s sitting in jail 
being charged with assisting drug trafficking, and although 
he’s protesting innocence, I’m not sure I believe him. 


“T’ve taken a few backhanders in my time sweetheart, but I 
would never do something like this. I’m being set up.” 


I want to believe him, I really do. Which is why I’m here 
doing a very poor Catwoman impression, trying to access 
the one person he seems to believe can help him. 


Detective Matt O’Brien. Except now he’s a private 
detective, rather than a police one. Apparently, he went 
private ten years ago and he and my father lost touch. 
Which explains why the last time we set eyes on each other 
I was a scrawny ten-year-old with braces. I don’t remember 
much about him other than he had intense green eyes and 
seemed pretty moody. Mom liked him. 


“Matt is the best detective I’ve ever met,” Dad had told me 
urgently, on the phone from the sheriff’s station. “He can 
get to the bottom of this, I’m sure.” So, he had given me his 
last known address, and here I am. I make my way up the 
path towards the door, my heart pounding in my chest. 
What the hell am I going to say? Hi, I’m your old friend’s 
daughter. Remember me? I can’t help wondering why they 
don’t talk anymore...from what I can recall they were super 
close. It doesn’t make sense that they would lose touch just 
because Matt left the job. Does it? Cops are funny people, 
with their own cliques and moral codes...but I can’t see Dad 
ignoring a friend just for that reason. 


But then, perhaps I don’t know my father at all. Discovering 
that he has been taking backhanders for years has been the 
shock of my life and I haven’t really processed yet how I 
truly feel about it. I’m trying to focus on getting Dad out of 
jail. He doesn’t trust anyone else right now. But knowing all 
the nice things I had growing up were partly due to his 
corrupt activities...that’s not nice. 


But it also paid for Mom’s chemo when she got sick. That I 
can understand...so I’m struggling with a lot of mixed 


feelings here. 


I’m so wrapped up in wondering about it all that I don’t 
notice the figure emerging from around the side of the 
house until it’s too late to hide. There must be a side door... 
and now I just look like an intruder. I freeze as I notice the 
guy has a gun in his hand, as well as something else that I 
can’t quite make out in the shadows...my mouth goes dry as 
I realize it might be another weapon. 


The moonlight falls across his face and I inhale sharply, but 
this time out of more than just fear. 


He’s gorgeous. Like, ridiculously and seriously hot. 


Even from here and in the half-light, I can see that he has a 
physique most bodybuilders would envy, topped by a face 
that is both sensual and almost cruel in the moonlight and 
shadows. I get a glimpse of full, sensual lips, intense eyes 
and a strong jaw and in spite of the crazy situation I’ve 
found myself in, something low down and deep inside my 
body reacts to him. How had I forgotten he looked like this? 
But my ten-year-old self was only interested in cartoons and 
trading cards. 


I swallow, my mouth dry, and attempt to pull myself 
together. Any minute now he’s going to see me, and I need 
to explain what I’m doing here. It occurs to me that he 
might not believe me. 


He stops and raises his gun and I can’t seem to find the 
words to speak. I’ve never had a gun pointed at me before. 


“Back up against the fence with your hands up,” he orders, 
and I do as he says. 


“Pm not an intruder,” I say, fumbling for the right words. 
My heart is beating frantically in my chest and I’m not sure 
which is stronger, fear or desire. “I can explain. I need to 


talk to you. You are Matt O’Brien, right?” For a moment I’m 
worried that I’ve got the wrong house. This guy looks more 
like a model than a detective. 


He tilts his head at me and frowns, but doesn’t answer, 
instead he looks me up and down slowly in a way that 
makes me feel naked, but he isn’t leching. His expression is 
cool. 


“Seeing as you are trespassing on my property,” he points 
out, not unreasonably, “I think I should get your name first, 
don’t you?” 


I open my mouth to explain, but then hesitate. What if I 
have got the wrong person and I somehow endanger my 
father, or this guy reports me to the cops and I get my dad 
in even more trouble? Now I’m really cursing myself for not 
thinking this through properly. I could have tried phoning 
rather than sneaking around like I’m in a spy movie. 


We stare at each other, and I realize we are at a complete 
stalemate. So, now what? 


CHAPTER TWO 


Now what? 


When I saw a shape jumping over my fence on the CCTV 
camera in my kitchen, I came out here before getting a 
good look at just who that shape was. I wasn’t expecting 
this absolute vision of sexiness. Petite but curvy, with a 
mane of tawny hair tumbling over her shoulders and full 
lips that would look great around my cock... she’s so 
desirable that I’m struggling to focus. Which is odd, 
because no woman has ever had such an immediate impact 
on me. 


But what the hell is she doing in my garden? And how does 
she know my name? I have no intention of telling her that 
I’m the guy that she’s looking for until I know who she is. 


She is staring at me, her beautiful eyes wide, and I can see 
that she’s scared. Well, I am pointing a gun in her face. 


“I don’t want to hurt you,” I say firmly but quietly. “But I 
think I have a right to know who you are and what you’re 
doing in my garden.” 


I have to admire her spunk. Fear or not, she crosses her 
arms in front of her and shakes her head. 


“Uh uh. I need to know if you’re the guy that I’m looking 
for.” 


“But I could just lie,” I point out, “now that you’ve told me 
his name. So that doesn’t really help, does it?” 


She narrows her eyes at me like a cat. 


“You’re mocking me,” she snaps. “When this really isn’t 
funny.” 


“You hardly need to tell me that...after all, I’m the one with 
an intruder in my garden.” 


She actually tsk’s. 


“Right,” she says with her voice dripping in sarcasm. 
“You’re pointing a gun at me and happen to be four times 
my size, but you’re the one in danger here.” 


I guess she’s got a point. But I’ve been in this game long 
enough to know that appearances can be deceptive, and 
I’m not about to lower my guard just because of a pretty 
face. 


Or a stunning body. 
Or perfect pouty lips. 


“Tell me what you’re doing here,” I say calmly. “I really 
don’t want to keep pointing this gun at you, but you’re not 
giving me an awful lot of choice at the minute. You jumped 
my fence...it’s reasonable to assume that you’re up to no 
good.” 


She thinks about that for a minute while I try not to stare at 
her too hard. She frowns, creating a little dip between her 
eyebrows, and I want to kiss it away. What the hell is wrong 


with me? I’m a guy who prides himself on his self-control, 
and yet this woman has completely thrown me off guard. 


“T told you, I’m looking for Matt O’Brien.” 


“You did tell me that,” I agree, “but what you haven’t told 
me is why.” 


She rolls her eyes, and I’m not sure if I find her attitude 
infuriating or amusing. Either way it is pretty damn sexy. 


“That’s because you won’t tell me if you’re him or not. And I 
repeat, you’re also pointing a gun in my face. It’s not very 
polite.” 


“Neither is sneaking around people’s backyards. Which 
you’re not very good at, by the way.” 


She raises her chin defiantly and I sigh. We’re not going to 
get anywhere like this and she’s right, I am pointing a gun 
at her. Which I really don’t want to be doing when I’m 
pretty sure that she isn’t actually a threat...but again, I 
don’t want to take any chances. I’ve faced down some heavy 
criminals in my time and I don’t relish the idea of being 
tricked by some young woman who has just appeared out of 
nowhere. 


“T’ve got an idea,” I say. Moving quickly, courtesy of some 
intense martial arts training, I step towards her and grab 
her wrist...and handcuff it to my fence. Then I step back and 
throw my gun behind me onto the lawn. I wasn’t sure why I 
picked up my handcuffs along with my gun before I came 
out to investigate, but it seems it was a good move. 


The girl stares at me in horror as she yanks and pulls her 
arm to no avail. 


“You’ve handcuffed me to the fence!” she cries, and I nod. 


“That does seem to be the case. But I've also got rid of the 
gun. So, shall we start again? Who are you and what are 
you doing in my garden?” 


She glares at me. “Like I’m going to tell you anything now.” 
Beautiful or not, this woman is infuriating. 


“Unless you want to stay out here all night, I’m not sure 
what choice you have. Or I could just call the cops?” 


I see fear flash in her eyes. “No,” she says quickly, “please 
don’t do that.” 


“You’re scared of the cops,” I say slowly, “which would 
indicate you are very obviously up to no good. Or...you’re in 
some kind of trouble?” My voice softens as she flinches and 
I’m filled with a sudden protectiveness. I want to protect 
her from whatever it is that she’s so obviously involved in. I 
can’t help wondering if I’m being played and I know I 
should take a step back, but something makes me want to 
trust her. To help her. 


“T really can’t tell you,” she whispers, “until I know who you 
are. I can only tell Detective O’Brien.” 


“Okay,” I nod, making a decision and hoping that I’m not 
about to regret it. “I’ll uncuff you, and we’ll go inside and 
sort this out, okay?” 


“Inside?” She glances at my house and then back at me, 
and I can guess what she is thinking. 


“T’m taking a risk too,” I attempt to reassure her. “You could 
have a knife in your jacket or anything for all I know. We’re 
either going to have to trust each other, or stay here until 
the morning, and face some strange questions from my 
neighbors.” 


I see her mouth quirk upwards in amusement at that, and 
she nods. “Okay,” she gives her assent. 


I step towards her, ready to uncuff her. 


I’m not prepared for what happens next. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Le 


He moves towards me and in spite of myself I feel a rush of 
desire at the nearness of him. Whoever he is, he’s 
simultaneously both the most desirable and most crazy- 
making guy I have ever met. He handcuffed me to a fence. 
While I’m hardly a woman of the world I can’t help but be 
acutely aware of the fact that in a different situation this 
could be quite erotic. Him handcuffing me so that I’m 
completely at his mercy. As he leans over me to release me 
his face is just inches from mine and I lick my suddenly dry 
lips. 


He notices the movement and his eyes fall to my mouth, his 
gaze lingering there and I see it...I see the lust in his eyes. 
He wants me too. Maybe it’s the shock of the day causing 
any sanity I possess to flee my mind, but I act entirely on 
instinct. 


I rise up on my tiptoes and kiss him. 


I feel something like an electric shock passes between us as 
our lips touch. His eyes widen and his lips stiffen and for a 


moment I think he will push me away, but he doesn’t. 
Instead he responds suddenly and hungrily, his lips pushing 
mine apart as his tongue probes the inside of my mouth. My 
body feels like one throbbing, burning nerve-ending as his 
hands settle on the small of my back and he pulls my hips 
up and into his. Then one hand slides up to bury itself in my 
hair, tugging on it gently. Suddenly the handcuff that is 
restricting my movement is a turn-on rather than a source 
of discomfort, and I hear myself moan audibly into his 
mouth. He responds with a groan of his own, and the hand 
on my back moves down and cups my ass, his fingers 
splaying over my cheeks. I feel my panties grow damp and 
my clit start to throb. My nipples are stiff where my breasts 
are crushed against his body, and judging by the hardness 
against my thigh he’s as aroused as I am. 


I’ve never been kissed or touched like this - or hell, at all - 
and my thoughts are a jumbled mess. I’m sure that this is a 
bad idea but I can’t seem to remember why. He runs the 
hand that was in my hair around my neck and across my 
collarbone, and his fingertips trail across the tops of my 
breasts. I want to be naked. I want him to be naked. Right 
here, out on this grass, I want to give myself to this guy 
whose name I don’t even know for certain. 


Of course, in all the times that I have imagined losing my 
virginity, it has never been anything like this. Handcuffed to 
a fence by a stranger. A stranger who was just pointing a 
gun at me. Perhaps I should be offended, but the fact is that 
I kissed him. He’s just returning the favor. 


And now. I feel as though I’m melting into him, becoming 
liquid heat as my body reacts to his...to the feel and taste 
and smell of him. I’ve been so uninterested in boys for so 
long I was starting to wonder if I was asexual or 


something...but it seems I just hadn’t met the right kind of 
boy. 


No, I correct myself, the right kind of man. This is most 
definitely a man. In an act of boldness that shocks even 
myself I slip a hand between our bodies and rub it over the 
hardness in his tight black jeans. He groans audibly into my 
mouth and his hands clutch at me harder. I want him so 
badly it hurts. 


Then he steps away. I gasp as I feel a brush of cool wind 
against my now burning body and the space between us 
leaves me feeling weirdly bereft. 


“Are you going to uncuff me now?” I ask, my voice hoarse. 
My mouth is dry at the thought of what is about to come 
next. 


Except it seems that he has other ideas. He folds his arms 
across his chest and looks at me with suspicion in his eyes. 


“What are you up to?” he asks. I raise an eyebrow at him. I 
would have thought that was obvious. 


“You’re trying to seduce me,” he says flatly. “So, what is it? 
What are you after?” 


I cock my head to one side and look at him, trying to work 
him out. He has handcuffs...and thinks like a cop. I’m pretty 
sure this is indeed Matt O’Brien. 


Which means that I’ve just kissed my dad’s best friend. 


“It wasn’t planned, honestly,” I point out. “It just kind 
of...happened. And you seemed pretty happy about it.” I 
wonder how happy he will be when he finds out who I am. 


We stare at each other for a moment, and then a corner of 
his mouth quirks upwards. 


“You like handcuffs then? They turn you on?” 


“It seems so,” I shrug, trying to sound casual and not like 
possibly the most inexperienced girl in the whole of Boston. 


“That’s good to know,” he says, and for a moment I see his 
eyes flash with desire. Then he smiles and to my surprise he 
holds his hand out. 


“Let’s start again shall we? I’m Matt. You said you were 
looking for me. So how can I help?” 


I swallow, wondering where the hell to start, as he steps 
forward and releases my arm from the fence. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


I let her go, and she doesn’t run away. Maybe I’m crazy to 
trust her given that I know next to nothing about her - 
other than that she is hands down the most desirable 
woman I have ever laid eyes on - but after that kiss it would 
be pretty rude to keep treating her like a felon. Really, I 
should apologize...1 used to despise the kind of cops that 
took advantage of their uniform to seduce women, and here 
I am handcuffing pretty girls to fences. But she did throw 
herself at me. 


And I still don’t know what she’s doing here. My detective 
skills appear to be suddenly back on the wane. 


I cross the grass to pick up my gun and seeing her flinch I 
show her I’m putting the safety on, then I tuck it back 
under my waistband. 


“Shall we go inside?” 


She hesitates and then nods uncertainly. At the sudden look 
of vulnerability on her face I realize she is a lot younger 
than I thought. I would have guessed approaching thirty, 


but now I’m thinking more like twenty. Which makes her 
nearly two decades younger than me. I should feel like a 
heel. I’ve never been into younger women...in fact for a long 
time now I haven’t bothered with any women. Yet there is 
something about this one, something that draws me to her 
like a magnet, and I feel almost like a teenage boy 
confronted by his crush. 


I let her follow me into the house, hoping that she doesn’t 
bolt, and then close the door behind her. She looks nervous 
again. 


“Tm not locking it,” I reassure her. “You can leave any time 
you like.” 


Inside the house, with the lights on, she looks even more 
beautiful. Her lips even fuller, her eyes even larger, and her 
skin creamy and plump. I drag my eyes away from her and 
cross the kitchen. 


“Would you like a drink?” I ask her, pouring myself a 
whiskey. She shakes her head. 


“No, thank you. Orange juice would be good though.” 


I nod and fetch her a glass of juice with ice, then set it down 
on the table. 


“Take a seat,” I say, pulling out a chair and sitting down. 
She sits opposite me, looking slightly awkward now, and for 
a moment I think she looks familiar and wonder if I’ve seen 
her somewhere before, but I’m pretty sure this isn’t a 
woman that I could ever meet and then forget. 


“So, are you finally going to tell me why you were looking 
for me?” 


She takes a deep breath and, in that instant, I realize that 
whatever it is, this is serious. 


“Pm Lucy,” she says, and looks at me intently as if this is 
supposed to mean something to me. Then she sighs, and I 
try not to notice how it makes her tits wobble in that tight 
white top that she’s wearing. 


“Lucy Springer,” she says, “Detective Adam Springer's 
daughter. Your old best friend.” 


I just gape at her as a blur of thoughts go round and round 
in my head. Adam Springer...my once best friend. We were 
so close...we went through the academy together, went 
undercover together...hell, I was best man at his 
wedding...before Lucy was even born. That thought makes 
me groan in shame and I put my head in my hands. 


“You could have told me this before I kissed you,” I say. 


“Tm sorry,” she says and her voice is completely sincere. “It 
wasn’t part of the plan, believe me. I just...maybe it was the 
handcuffs.” She tries to make light of it, but right now I’m 
not finding the situation very funny. I pick up my whiskey 
and drain the glass in one go, then set it back on the table 
and look at her, serious now. If this has something to do 
with Adam, it probably isn’t going to be good. 


I walked away from Adam...and the police force...when I 
found out what he was doing. Taking backhanders, 
informing the criminals when he was supposed to be 
undercover...he endangered my life as well as his own. 
When I thought it was all just to pay for his dying wife’s 
treatment, that was one thing, but it carried on...1 begged 
him to stop, told him to take a break, get grief counseling, 
take his daughter and have a long holiday...then I found out 
he had taken a bribe from the Kinahan’s, and that was me 
done. I couldn’t snitch on him - he was my childhood friend 
- but I wasn’t going to stand around and watch it either. I 
was fed up with the force anyway. It wasn’t just 
Adam...there was corruption everywhere. 


So now I’m a private detective. And quite honestly, I 
sometimes deal with some shady people myself. But I know 
my limits, the lines I won’t cross, and I prefer finding my 
own morals in this slightly shady world to trying to uphold 
the law in a rotten to the core institution. It’s not as though 
Adam was the only one...I just thought I knew him better 
than that. 


Lucy’s face softens as she seems to almost read my mind. 


“Dad told me why you fell out,” she says, and I can’t bear 
the empathy in her words. I don’t get emotional...so why is 
she getting to me so much? “That he was taking 
bribes...and you found out. That you have barely spoken 
since.” 


“I sent Christmas cards,” I say gruffly. She nods again and 
her eyes are soft. 


“I know. He kept them.” 


“So, this is why you’re here? To try and reconcile us?” Even 
as I say it, I know that’s not it. It would be overkill...and 
besides, Adam would come himself. 


“T wish it was the simple,” she says and for a moment she 
looks so sad and so hurt that I want to gather her into my 
arms and kiss all her pain away, and I couldn’t give a rats 
ass who her dad is...she’s mine. 


All of a sudden there are tears shining in her eyes. 
“He’s been arrested. For drug trafficking.” 


What the fuck? My mouth falls open and I shut it quickly, 
not wanting Lucy to see my horror...or disgust. It is her 
father, after all. 


But I just can’t believe it. Taking bribes in one thing...but 
drug dealing? Assisting the cartels that we spent years 


working together, trying to break down? I just can’t believe 
Adam would stoop that low. Obviously, I don’t know him at 
all anymore. 


“He didn’t do it,” she says quickly, but although her voice is 
firm, I can see the expression of doubt in her eyes. She isn’t 
sure. 


“Then how has he been arrested?” I ask, although I try to 
inject some kindness into my tone. I can see the anguish in 
her eyes now and for some reason it pierces me to the 
bone. At the sight of her in pain I feel a rush of 
protectiveness. 


Which is crazy. I hardly know her. Yes, she’s beautiful...but 
I’ve never been a man to be easily swayed by a pretty face. 


She’s Adam’s daughter, I tell myself. Of course, I feel 
protective...I try to ignore the voice in my head and the 
throbbing in my groin that tells me it's much more than 
that. 


This whole situation is a mess...and it would be a lot clearer 
if images of her naked beneath me didn’t keep popping into 
my mind at the most inappropriate time. 


“People get arrested all the time for things they haven’t 
actually done,” she says in a clipped tone, back on the 
defensive. 


“Yes, they do,” I agree, “But your father is a respected 
police detective. They wouldn’t arrest him if they weren’t 
pretty sure.” 


She lifts her chin defiantly and I have to admire her loyalty 
even though she clearly isn’t sure herself as to his 
innocence. 


I bet she would be loyal to her man too. 


“He told me he was set up.” 
I fight not to roll my eyes. That’s what they all say. 
“Okay. And you’re here because...” 


“He sent me. He said you were the only one that could 
help.” 


I nod and look away from those beautiful eyes as a hint of 
pleading comes into them. I expected as much, and 
although I feel suddenly furious with Adam, I don’t want 
Lucy to see that. 


Because there is no way I’m going to help him out of 
whatever mess he has managed to get himself into...no 
matter how much a part of me, completely irrationality, 
would do anything to take that look of distress out of Lucy’s 
eyes. I tried, a decade ago, to make Adam see sense and he 
wouldn’t. I left the force because of my disgust at the 
corruption I found...but I kept quiet about Adam, even 
though it went against every ounce of honor that I possess, 
because he was my friend. 


Perhaps I should have snitched on him, and he might not be 
in this mess now...and this vision of loveliness that I really 
must keep my hands off would not be sitting across from me 
at my kitchen table. 


I force myself to meet her eyes, bracing myself for the 
disappointment I’m about to see in them. 


“No,” I tell her, in a voice that brooks no argument. “No, I 
can’t help you.” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


L 


I hear the finality in his tone and my heart sinks. This was 
my only chance to help my dad, and Ive failed. I would 
plead with him, but my pride stops me. Perhaps if he hadn’t 
just had me in his arms all but ready to give myself to him in 
his backyard it would be a different matter, but as it is...no 
way am I going to beg him. 


I blink back tears and he looks away sharply. He feels guilty, 
I’m sure he does. 


“He said you were the only one who could help,” I say flatly. 
A statement, not a request. He sighs heavily and looks 
genuinely regretful...maybe there’s hope after all. 


Matt gets up and walks over to the counter to pour himself 
another drink, which again he gulps back quickly. For all 
that he looks as hard as nails this has obviously rattled him. 


“Did he give you any of the details?” he asks, narrowing his 
eyes, “Or did he just tell you to come and find me?” 


I try to remember Dad’s exact words. 


“He said he had been set up,” I say slowly, “that he thought 
he was taking the fall for someone, but he didn’t know who. 
That he has taken a couple of bribes over the last few years, 
but that’s it. He’s not directly involved in...” I pause, unable 
to say it, “anything as bad as that. That was it...oh, and he 
gave me a name...he seemed to think it would mean 
something to you.” 


Matt closes his eyes briefly as though in pain and I get the 
feeling he knows exactly which name I’m about to give in. 


“Go on.” 
“Keen...ahan?” 


I see him stiffen and his expression becomes even more 
guarded and his eyes opaque, so that now I can’t tell what 
he’s thinking at all. 


“Kinahan,” he says. I nod. 
“Who is he?” 


He hesitates before telling me anything. “That’s not 
information you want to know.” 


“You can’t just tell me the basics? My father is in jail, and I 
would like to help get him out.” Jf he really is innocent, I 
think. 


Matt raises a sardonic eyebrow at me and folds his arms in 
front of him. 


“The Kinahan's are a major drug cartel. They are the 
epitome of the Irish-American mafia. Me and your father 
were working to bring them down years ago...it didn’t 
happen.” 


“Were they too powerful?” I ask and for a moment he looks 
angry. 


“No one is so powerful that they can’t be brought 
down...but it would have been a lot easier if your father 
hadn’t been taking kickbacks...and jeopardizing the entire 
investigation.” 


The bitterness in his voice shocks me. My father’s betrayal 
has really hurt him, I realize, in a personal rather than just 
professional way. 


“I’m sorry,” I say and mean it. He shakes his head wearily 
and my heart goes out to this sudden glimpse of 
vulnerability in him. 


“It has nothing to do with you Lucy,” he says softly, his voice 
almost a caress that makes my skin tingle. I look away, 
telling myself to concentrate on the matter at hand and not 
on how much my body wants me to stop the talking and get 
back to where we were just moments before. 


“Your dad shouldn’t have gotten you involved,” he says. 


“Well, he hasn’t really. He gave me this address and asked 
me to give you that message.” 


“He hasn’t tried to contact me for years.” 


“Then he must be pretty desperate to ask for help now,” I 
point out, holding my breath as for a moment Matt actually 
looks like he might be considering it. Then he shakes his 
head again. 


“Pm not being dragged into this...and you shouldn’t be 
either.” His tone is final as he turns around and puts his 
glass into the sink, giving me a chance to compose myself, 
because I want to cry again. The tumult of emotions I’m 
feeling right now is overpowering. 


“How did you get here? Do you drive?” 


I shake my head. “I got the late bus and walked.” I don’t tell 
him I spent an hour getting lost because I don’t know the 
neighborhood. 


“Right,” he stands up, “then TIl drive you home.” 


I feel disappointed on so many levels that I wouldn’t know 
where to begin unpacking it all. I stand up too without 
speaking and follow him through the house and out of the 
front door. It’s a lovely house from what I can see of it. He 
has expensive, if minimalist tastes, although the house 
seems too big for a man on his own. And I’m assuming he is 
on his own, judging by that kiss. 


The car is pretty fancy too, a dark blue Saab with blacked 
out windows. He’s clearly doing well for himself as a private 
detective. 


“So, what sort of work do you do now?” I ask as I strap 
myself into the passenger seat. “Dad said you had gone 
private...is that like, tracking down cheating husbands and 
things?” 


He laughs then and the atmosphere lightens a little as he 
pulls off. 


“Tt was a bit like that in the beginning,” he admits. “But now 
I mostly do corporate espionage, fraud, that sort of thing.” 


That explains the money. 


“I wish Dad had chosen that sort of route instead of taking 
bribes,” I say wistfully. I’m not trying to make him feel 
guilty, but a look crosses his face anyway. 


“I guess your Dad needed money fast when your Mom was 
ill. I could understand that,” he says kindly, “what I couldn’t 
get my head around was the fact that he carried on 
afterwards.” 


“He was never the same after she died,” I say quietly. He 
doesn’t answer, and we drive back to my house in silence. 
The house I still live in with my father, my childhood home. 
Dad never wanted to move, perhaps not wanting to leave 
the memories of my mother that its bricks and mortar 
contain. 


I want to say that to Matt...to convince him that Dad isn’t a 
bad person and needs his help, but I don’t. It's clear that 
he’s made up his mind. 


He’s not going to help us, which might mean Dad going to 
prison for a very long time. I feel completely despondent 
now and I stare out of the window as the lights of the 
suburbs flash by. He takes the long way around, avoiding 
the city center, and I wonder if that’s because of what I’ve 
told him, or if he’s just avoiding the traffic. This whole thing 
still feels completely surreal to me. 


We pull up on my street and I take a deep breath. I feel a 
stab of acute sadness that I will probably never see him 
again...the interlude in the garden probably meaning 
nothing to him. Looking like that, I bet women throw 
themselves at him all the time. 


But it was my first real kiss, unless you count my classmate 
Harvey lunging at me at prom, and I don’t. It feels wrong 
that he doesn’t know that. Doesn’t know that I will never 
forget how good it felt when he pushed me up against that 
fence and claimed my mouth as his...but I’m not about to 
tell him. 


“Well, bye then,” I say lamely. He doesn’t even look at me 
but continues to stare straight ahead. I see a muscle 
twitching in his jaw and wonder what he’s really thinking. 


“Take care of yourself,” he says, again without looking at 
me. I’m clearly not getting anything else from him, so I sigh 


and start to let myself out of his car. 


Then I freeze. There’s a light on upstairs in my house...in 
my Dad’s bedroom. Have they let him out already? But that 
makes no sense as his bail hearing isn’t until the morning. 


I’m certain that light wasn’t on when I left. 


“What’s wrong?” Matt asks and I turn to see his eyes 
scanning my face. “ You’ve gone all tense.” 


“T think there’s someone in my house,” I say, feeling fear 
coalesce in the pit of my stomach as Matt looks grim. “That 
light upstairs wasn’t on when I left, I would swear on it.” 


“Stay here,” he says, “Il check it out for you.” 


I open my mouth to protest, but then I remember that he’s 
a big, strong man, and that he has a gun. He will be a lot 
more intimidating to an intruder than little old me. I nod, 
feeling guilty even as I hand him my keys. 


“But what if you get hurt?” 


He reaches into his pocket and passes me his phone, 
unlocking the screen before passing it to me. 


“If I’m not out in fifteen minutes,” he orders, “call the 
police. If you see anyone come out of the house that isn’t 
me, get down and then phone the place. And keep the car 
doors locked.” 


I can hear my pulse thumping in my ears. “You think it’s 
that serious?” 


“Let’s hope not,” he says and then gets out of the car and 
strides purposefully towards my front door. I hold my 
breath as I watch him open the door and walk inside and I 
even cringe, expecting to hear a gunshot or something. 


When nothing happens, I let out an exhale and look down at 
the phone in my hand, wondering if I should key in 911 now, 
just in case I need to press call quickly. I do so, avoiding the 
sudden temptation to go through his phone and see how 
many women’s numbers he has in there...or even saucy text 
messages. It's none of my damn business. 


But that doesn’t stop the stab of jealousy at the thought of 
it, though. 


CHAP TER SIX 


I let myself in as quietly as possible and then close the door 
behind me, craning my ears for any noise. The house has 
been redecorated since the last time I was here, but 
otherwise it looks much the same. The same photo of Adam 
and his late wife hangs on the wall, causing a pang of grief 
which I quickly push away. This isn’t the time for 
reminiscing. 


Then I hear a soft footfall above my head and I tense all 
over. 


There’s definitely someone up there. I take my gun out of 
my belt and turn off the safety, holding it in front of me as I 
walk slowly up the stairs. I can hear faint rustling sounds 
now. But no voices...which hopefully means just one person. 
I come on to the landing and see the room at the end of the 
corridor with the door ajar and the light coming from 
beyond it. Whoever the intruder is, they’re in that room. 


As I move towards the door with all my senses on high alert, 
I feel a wave of anger. Lucy could have been here when 


whoever this is broke in... she could have been hurt. The 
thought fills me with rage, and I’m mad at myself too. As 
soon as she told me the Kinahan's were involved I should 
have considered the possibility that this wouldn’t stop at 
Adam being arrested...that Lucy could potentially be in 
danger. I’ve been out of the force too long. 


I don’t care how big and bad the gangsters in the Kinahan 
cartel think they are...if they go anywhere near Lucy, I will 
kill them with my bare hands. 


I move to the door and then in a sudden rush I kick open 
the door, holding the gun out in front of me. 


“Freeze and put your hands up!” I shout. There’s still a cop 
in me, after all. 


The guy rustling through the dresser at the side of the bed 
doesn’t freeze...instead he turns around slowly. But he does 
put his hands up, raising his arms so that his sweater pulls 
up and I can see the gun tucked into his pants. 


“Who the fuck are you?” I growl. He has a thick balaclava 
on, which tells me he didn’t come here to kill...Lucy couldn’t 
I.D. him if she was dead. I think I see fear flash in his eyes, 
but he’s so well covered by the balaclava, leaving only slits 
for his eyes, that it’s hard to see. 


He’s wearing black gloves too. 


“What are you looking for?” I ask. The man doesn’t answer. 
I see his hand twitch at his side and know that he’s thinking 
about going for his gun. 


“Don’t bother,” I tell him. “I’ll blow your brains out before 
you get it out. What are you doing here, and who sent you?” 


The man doesn’t speak but I can tell he’s becoming 
nervous. If he doesn’t hurry up and give me some answers, 


I’m going to shoot him in the leg. That should motivate him. 
I wouldn’t usually be so bloodthirsty, but this is personal. 
Adam, for all our estrangement, is my friend, and Lucy...I 
don’t know what Lucy is. 


Suddenly I hear a loud scream from outside. Lucy. 


I turn and run out of the room and down the stairs without 
even thinking about the fact that Balaclava Guy could easily 
shoot me in the back. All I can think about is getting to Lucy 
before something happens to her. 


I run outside with my gun in front of me, ready to shoot 
anyone I need to. My eyes go straight to my car...where I 
see Lucy sitting in the front seat right where I left her, 
looking at me in surprise. 


Then I hear the scream again and whip round to see an 
elderly lady on the next doorstep, looking terrified...as a rat 
runs past her and across the lawn, a black shape against 
the porch light. Then she spots me...and my gun...and opens 
her mouth to scream again. I turn and run back into the 
house, just in time to see the guy in the balaclava running 
through the kitchen towards the open back door. 


“Fuck,” I shout and chase after him, but he’s already out of 
the door and throwing himself over the garden fence. I 
shoot, but I’m not shooting to kill and my shot just misses 
him before I disappear towards the fence. In a flash I 
debate whether to go over the fence after him or go back to 
Lucy...what if he runs round the front and sees her and I’ve 
wasted precious time? Cursing the old lady and her 
unwanted intruder I turn back and run through the house 
again and out to the car, where Lucy is still sitting, looking 
thoroughly confused. 


“Fuck,” I say again, under my breath this time. The intruder 
will be long gone now. I keep my gun down at my side and 


go over to the car. The old lady has thankfully gone back 
inside, but I wonder if she will call the police. They’re the 
last people I want involved right now...at least until I know 
what is going on here. 


I open the door and lean down to a bemused looking Lucy. 
“There was a guy in there going through what I assume was 
Adam’s things,” I tell her and watch as the color drains out 
of her face. “I heard your neighbor scream and thought it 
was you...he got away.” 


Lucy shudders. “What did he want?” 


“T didn’t get the chance to find out. Stay there...I’m going to 
go and pacify your neighbor before she causes even more 
trouble.” 


I knock on the old lady’s door, shouting “Police!” in a firm 
voice and hoping she doesn’t ask to see a cop’s badge. The 
door cracks open on the chain and I see a sliver of her face. 


“Are you here about the rat? Three times I’ve told the local 
pest control that I’ve spotted rats around here...now there’s 
one in my house! Terrified me, it did.” 


“I heard,” I say, trying to keep my patience. “No, I’m not 
here about your rats. I was called out to investigate an 
intruder next door. Did you see or hear anything?” 


She sniffs disdainfully. 


“Me? No dear. I’ve been dealing with this terrible state of 
affairs, as you can see. It’ll be roaches next! And in a nice 
neighborhood like this one too.” 


I’m not sure if the last phrase refers to the intruder or her 
pest control problems, but I’m past caring. I bid her night 
day and go back to the car, where Lucy looks like she’s 
trying not to laugh. 


“This isn’t funny. There was a guy with a balaclava and a 
gun in your house.” 


Lucy looks pale but still giggles. I suspect she is in more 
than a little shock. 


I accompany her into the house, going first to make sure 
there is no one else in there. Upstairs she purses her lips as 
we go into her father’s room and she sees the pile of shirts 
the guy upended out of the drawer. I can tell she’s trying 
not to cry again and her distress tugs at me. 


She goes quickly through the drawer, shaking her head. 


“I don’t think there’s anything missing...but I wouldn’t 
really know what he kept in here. But there was no lock, so 
I doubt there would have been anything but shirts. Do you 
think he was just looking for cash?” 


“Like just an opportunistic burglary? It’s certainly possible,” 
I say, “But given what has happened with your father it’s 
probably safest to assume the worst. Go and pack a 
bag...you can stay at mine tonight. Well, what’s left of it.” 


She hesitates, looking surprised. Then she raises an 
eyebrow at me. I have to admire her...even in the midst of 
all this she doesn’t lose sight of her goal. 


“So, you will help?” 


I shake my head. “I didn’t say that,” I protest but I know 
I've already made up my mind. 


“You’re kind of wrapped up in it now,” she points out. I hold 
a hand up in surrender. 


“Alright Lucy, I will help...if I can. But let’s talk about that 
tomorrow. Right now, I want to get you out of here unless 
that guy comes back.” 


She gives me a funny sort of look and goes to get her things 
together. I stand and wait for her, feeling a weight in my 
chest. I really don’t want to get involved in whatever is 
going down here, but I know that I no longer have any 
choice and haven’t had one since the moment she kissed 
me, if I’m completely honest with myself. 


Lucy gets her stuff and checks to make sure nothing else is 
missing. The lock on the back door hasn’t been forced, and 
she stares at it in confusion. 


“How would anyone get in?” 
“Did you leave it unlocked?” I ask gently. 


“I don’t think so? But I wasn’t really thinking straight...I 
was focusing on finding you.” 


I nod, thinking it’s likely that she left it open and this was 
just a crime of opportunity...but I can’t be certain. It’s too 
much of a coincidence, and I don’t trust coincidences. Lucy 
locks up the house and we go back to the car. As I slip in 
beside her, I scan her face, noticing the tightness around 
her eyes. 


“You've had a lot of shocks today,” I say gently. She laughs, 
but it’s on a bitter note. 


“Yeah, I guess you could say that,” she says. I want to put 
my arms around her and tell her everything will be alright, 
but I don’t. 


We drive back to my house in silence. 


CHAP TER SEVEN 


L 


I feel exhausted by the time we get back to Matt’s place, 
and although a million questions are tumbling around in my 
mind, I just don’t have the energy to talk it through. Matt 
shows me to a spare room at the back of his house which 
I’m relieved to see has an adjoining shower. A hot shower 
sounds great. Then I groan. 


“I forgot to bring pajamas,” I say. He looks amused and I 
glare at him. “What? Pajamas are comfortable. I don’t like 
to sleep naked...I get cold at night.” 


There’s a crackle of heat between us and his eyes meet 
mine as I have an explicit image of my being in bed with 
him and being very naked. Then he coughs and looks away. 


“TIl get you something to wear.” He leaves and comes back 
with a white t-shirt that is probably skin tight on him but 
will look like a dress on me. 


“Thank you,” I say. He looks almost embarrassed. 


“Get some sleep,” he says gruffly. “If you need anything, I 
will be just down the end of the hall. We’ll talk about your 
father in the morning.” 


I nod and watch him go, wishing he would stay but not 
knowing how to ask him too. He has obviously felt bad about 
the kiss ever since he found out who I am....which is to be 
expected I suppose, even if it is exquisitely frustrating for 
me. At least he’s agreed to help, which is something. I just 
hope Dad is right and there’s something that Matt can do. 


As I get a shower and changed for bed, I try not to dwell too 
much on the break-in. It could be nothing...just a thief who 
saw the back door open. 


Who just happened to have a balaclava and gun on him? 


Besides which I am all but certain that I locked that door. 
But...that would mean the guy had a key? The thought is too 
horrifying to contemplate and I try not to think about it. I'm 
so tired and I desperately need a good night's sleep so that 
I can look at this with a fresh mind. 


Except as soon as I lie down and pull the blankets over me, 
I’m wide awake and my head is racing. I’m worried about 
my dad, spending the night in the county jail, and about just 
what he’s involved in....and I’m also acutely aware of Matt 
just a few feet down the hall from me and lying in his own 
bed. 


I wonder if he sleeps naked... 


I lie there in the gloom staring at the ceiling, when a noise 
outside makes me jump. It’s just a car alarm, but my heart 
leaps into my throat and starts racing. Today has unsettled 
me badly. I wish Matt was here with me, and not even 
necessarily in a sexual way. There is something about his 


size and the manliness of him that makes me feel 
instinctively safe. 


Well, he did say to go to his room if I need anything... 


I barely know what the hell I'm doing as I get out of bed 
and walk out of the room, but I do it anyway, walking down 
the hall to his bedroom. 


Then I take a deep breath and knock softly. 


He opens the door in just a pair of tight boxer shorts and 
nothing else, and the tears dry on my face as I take in the 
sight of his half-naked body. My face is just inches from a 
tanned, toned chest with a smattering of fine dark hair that 
trails down to chisel cut, sculpted abs. I have to tear my 
eyes away from the very obvious bulge in his shorts. 


“I... I'm sorry...” I sammer. “T just...” 


“Is everything all right?” His eyes are soft and I have an 
overwhelming urge to throw myself into his arms with a 
weird mixture of craving both the safety of his arms and the 
heat of other parts of his body. 


“I can’t sleep...I think I’m in some kind of shock.” 


“Pm not surprised...it’s been a nasty kinda day for you. 
Come in... if you want to? Not like that,” he says quickly and 
I’m both touched and disappointed by his attempt to be a 
gentleman. 


I step inside his room and shut the door behind me. My 
heart is hammering in my chest as I watch him walk across 
to the other side of his bed and sit in an easy chair. The view 
of him from the behind is as gorgeous as the one from the 
front...his tight, firm ass, rock hard thighs and broad 
shoulders make my mouth water. 


He sits down, facing me, and nods at the bed. 


“Take a seat,” he says, “I’m not going to jump on you, don’t 
WOITY.” 


I sit down on his large bed with the black cotton sheets and 
look at him, drinking him in the sight of him. 


“What if I want you to?” I think and then gasp as I realize 
I’ve spoken out loud. I feel my cheeks flood with heat, but I 
don’t drop my gaze. The fear and craziness of the day has 
made me bold. 


His eyes go wide, shocked, then narrow and darken and I 
can see the lust in them as he briefly sweeps them over my 
body. I’m wearing the t-shirt he gave me, a white lace thong 
and nothing else. Of course, he can’t see the thong, but I’m 
acutely aware of how little I have on. And the sudden heat 
in his eyes makes me feel as though I’m sitting here in 
skimpy lingerie rather than an oversized men's t-shirt. 


“Then I would say,” he answers me, his voice deeper than 
before, “that I completely understand - and share - that 
sentiment.” 


I wait for him to say more...to give voice to the atmosphere 
that is now crackling between us, but he doesn’t. 


“But you’re not going to?” 
He shakes his head. 


“No. You’ve just had a big shock, and have been crying. I 
don’t take advantage of vulnerable women. Also, you’re 
young enough to be my daughter. In fact, you’re my friend’s 
daughter.” He winces on the last bit, and I know that’s the 
part that’s really bothering him. 


“I was pretty vulnerable when I was handcuffed to your 
fence,” I point out. “And you could see my age than...and 
you haven’t spoken to my father in ten years.” 


“Even so,” he says, but he hesitates, as though he’s thinking 
about it. I notice that I’m holding my breath. I want him to 
kiss me so badly...and as I stare at him, I can see the 
mixture of emotions in his eyes and I can tell he’s struggling 
with whatever principles he is trying to uphold. 


He isn’t going to come to me, I can see that, and a stubborn 
part of me doesn’t want to go to him...after all, it was me 
who kissed him first earlier. For a girl with so little 
experience I’m suddenly acting like the town strumpet...the 
funny thing is I kinda like it. 


Watching his Adam’s apple bob in his throat even as he 
fights to keep his face impassive, I get up and walk towards 
him. My nipples are stiff through the thin cotton of his t- 
shirt and I see him notice. Watching him obviously 
struggling for control makes me feel almost powerful...just 
who is taking advantage of who, I wonder in amusement. 


I stop just inches in front of him and slowly, wantonly, pull 
the t-shirt over my head and then let it drop to the floor so 
that I’m standing in front of him in just a thong. His eyes 
travel over my body and I can see the desire in them and it 
makes me feel sexy as hell. 


I lean towards him so my breasts are brushing against my 
chest and my lips are just millimeters from his. He is as stiff 
as a board, not pushing me away but not responding, either. 
Yet I can see that the bulge in his shorts, which was already 
impressive, has grown much bigger. 


“I don’t want to take advantage of your vulnerability,” I 
whisper. “I mean, you’ve had a crazy sort of day.” 


His mouth tilts then and he barks out a laugh that makes 
his eyes twinkle and a dimple appear near the corner of his 
mouth. I laugh too, giggling at my own daring, and the 
tension is broken to be replaced by something more 


intimate and yet comfortable. He pulls me onto his lap and 
kisses me and there is no hesitation there at all now, as his 
tongue probes my mouth again and his hands go straight to 
my breasts. He kneads the soft flesh, rolling my nipples 
between his fingers until I whimper and lust curls low down 
in my belly. He trails one hand down my stomach and rests 
it lightly in between my legs where my panties are damp. I 
push myself against him, wanting to feel his hands on me, 
and he groans loudly into my mouth and buries his other 
hand in my hair, kissing me with a hunger that leaves me 
reeling. 


He stands up in one sudden movement and picks me up so 
that my legs are wrapped around his waist and carries me 
over to the bed, his mouth now on my neck, kissing and 
sucking. He is so hard against me that I’m amazed he hasn’t 
ripped through his shorts. 


He pushes me back on the bed and eases my legs apart, 
and I get a quick dose of reality. 


He doesn’t know I’m a virgin. I need to tell him. 


He sees the hesitation on my face and immediately steps 
back, looking mortified. 


“Don’t,” I say quickly, “it’s not you...or the situation.” 
He doesn’t say anything and I take a deep breath. 
“Tm a virgin.” 

His eyebrows shoot up to his forehead. 

“You're a what?” 


“A virgin,” I repeat, feeling faintly annoyed now. “I haven’t 
announced that I’m a unicorn or something.” 


He grins at that and sits down on the bed next to 
me...keeping his hands very much to himself. Why didn’t I 
just keep my mouth shut? 


“You're nearly as rare. A twenty-year-old virgin in this town, 
as hot as you are? Have your boyfriends all taken a chastity 
pledge?” 


“Tve never had a boyfriend,” I say. When he looks shocked 
again, I shrug. “I’ve just never liked a guy enough...until 
now.” 


I cringe at his next words. “I’m flattered,” he says, “but...” I 
hold my hand up to cut him off. 


“Don’t do that,” I say. “Don’t patronize me. I’m a virgin, not 
a child. And you want it as much as I do,” I say boldly, a 
challenge in my voice. “Don’t you?” 


He looks surprised at my attitude, but he nods. 


“Yes. In fact, Lucy, I want you more than I have ever wanted 
a woman in my life. And you have no idea how much I want 
to be your first...and only.” 


I suck in my breath at his words. This is more than I was 
expecting, and I feel a leap of euphoria at his frank 
admission. But he’s still not touching me. 


“But this situation,” he continues. “It’s wrong.” 


I groan inwardly even as I know the fact that he obviously 
takes his integrity seriously, is one of the things that makes 
him even sexier. 


“Ts it?” I say. 
“Isn't it?” 


I don’t have an answer, and it seems that he doesn’t either. 
He takes my hand and raises it to his lips, kissing the back 


of it. It’s a tender gesture that makes me feel oddly 
emotional. 


“All I know,” I say, staring into his eyes, “is you’re the first 
man I have ever wanted to be intimate with. And yes, it’s 
been a crazy day, but no it isn’t just because of that. I know 
my own mind...I’m a grown woman.” 


He nods slowly. 


“I know that...and you’re incredibly gutsy too. But this 
wouldn't be right tonight. We both need some sleep.” 


I nod and stand up to leave but he doesn’t let go of my 
hand. 


“You can sleep here if you want to...as long as you promise 
not to try and seduce me again.” 


He smiles and I can’t help but grin back at him. 


He hands me his shirt and pulls the blanket back for me and 
I get into the bed, holding my breath as he gets in next to 
me. He turns off the lamp and reaches for me, pulling my 
back into him so that we’re spooning. 


“Goodnight,” he says. 
“Tt’s nearly morning,” I point out. He yawns. 


“Either way...” his voice trails off and I realize he’s falling 
asleep already. Wow. 


But I’m not long behind him. I settle into the warm safety of 
his arms, thrilling for a moment at the feel of his body 
wrapped around mine, and then I feel my eyelids drooping 
as exhaustion finally overwhelms me. 


I fall asleep in his arms. 


CHAP TER EIGHT 


I wake up later than normal with the mid-morning sun 
shining into my eyes and for a moment I’m disorientated. 


There’s a woman next to me. Wearing my t-shirt. 


And then it all comes flooding back...Lucy. The kiss. The 
confession. The burglary. Making out in my bedroom...My 
cock hardens instantly and I roll over towards her. She’s 
curled up on her side, her tawny hair spread out over the 
pillow, her long lashes sweeping her creamy cheek...she’s so 
beautiful she takes my breath away and for a moment I just 
stare at her, unable to believe that she’s here, in my bed. 


Then I remember her other confession. 
She’s a virgin. 


My reaction to that little revelation shocked me. I felt a rush 
of possessiveness and of wanting everything to be perfect, 
to be right. Not just a frenzied fumble in my room brought 
on by the crazy events of the night. I want her to know 
when she becomes mine. 


Also, I was so turned on that it took every bit of willpower I 
possess not to carry on. She wanted me, wanted me to be 
her first, and the need in me to take her was like nothing I 
have ever felt before. I have never had a woman affect me 
like this. It's more than just lust... 


But there’s also the little matter of her being Adam’s 
daughter. I groan into the pillow. It is, of course, too late to 
undo what has been done now. But how do I break it to 
Adam that I’ve got it bad for his daughter who is nearly two 
decades younger than me? I’m closer to his age than I am 
to hers.... But she’s a grown woman. Capable of making her 
own choices. We’re not doing anything wrong... 


Feeling conflicted, I drag myself out of bed, my cock aching 
for her. Instead I leave her sleeping and take a deliberately 
cool shower, trying to focus not on her presence in my bed 
but on what needs to be done today. I promised her, in the 
end, that I would help, and I’m not going to go back on that 
now. Whatever my grievances with my old best friend, I 
won't let any harm come to Lucy. I swear under my breath 
as I remember the intruder that got away from her home 
last night. What did he want? 


Just what has Adam got himself into? And with the 
Kinahan’s of all people. If I had any sense I would get out of 
the shower and tell Lucy I’m sorry, but I can’t get involved. 
But I know that I won’t do that. Even if my conscience 
would let me, I won’t let her down now that we have been 
intimate...and now that I’m planning to be a whole lot more 
intimate with her. 


I get out of the shower, towel myself dry and tie it round my 
hips. I’m still semi-erect, but it’s an improvement on the 
almost debilitating hard on that I got up with. I walk into 
the bedroom to see that Lucy is awake and sitting up in 
bed, blinking as she looks around. 


“Morning sleepyhead,” I murmur. She looks at me and 
flushes crimson as I see the memories of last night flash in 
her eyes. Then her pupils go wide as her gaze travels up 
and down my nearly naked body, pausing on the visible 
bulge behind the towel. I can’t help smiling at the obvious 
desire in her eyes...I like the way she is looking at me. 


“What time is it?” She rubs her eyes and I see her juicy tits 
wobble underneath the thin cotton of my tee. I force my 
eyes back up to her face. 


“Nine. I’m usually up by six...but we didn’t get to sleep 
much before that. Go back to sleep if you want.” 


She shakes her head and frowns up at me. There’s a 
question in her eyes. 


“You said you were going to help?” 
“And I will. Is your dad still using the same lawyer?” 
“Roscoe? Yes.” 


I nod, hiding my disapproval. I never liked or trusted Jack 
Roscoe. 


“TIl let you get dressed. I'm going to call him...I would 
imagine he will be visiting your father today before his bail 
hearing, I want in on the visit. We can formulate a way 
forward. If Adam is adamant that he’s innocent...” 


“He is.” But she still doesn’t sound so sure. 
“Then he must have some idea who’s behind this.” 
“Won't it be the Kinahan’s themselves?” 


I shrug. It’s the obvious conclusion to jump to...but it makes 
no sense. Why set him up? If Kinahan wanted him out of the 
way, Adam would just disappear, cop or not. No, in the cold 
light of day it is becoming apparent that something odd is 


going on here...my professional instincts are piqued in spite 
of myself. Although a bigger part of me wants to get back 
into that bed with Lucy. 


Later...I tell myself. All good things come to those who wait. 


After I’ve phoned Roscoe and gotten dressed, I leave Lucy 
tucking into an omelette and make my way to the station 
jail. I’m surprised that the thought of seeing Adam again 
makes my heart pound with apprehension. I’m not 
generally a man given to too much emotion, but these last 
eighteen hours or so have left me reeling. 


I meet Roscoe outside, and he looks as slimy as I remember, 
just a little older and slightly fatter. Still. He's a good lawyer 
and it sounds like Adam is going to need one. 


“O'Brien,” he nods at me and shakes my hand. I try not to 
grimace. 


“Roscoe. What's all this about?” 


“I'm yet to know the full story myself,” he says smoothly. Too 
smoothly. 


He’s lying. 


One of the things that made me a good cop and an even 
better detective is I know bullshit when I see it. But I don’t 
say anything. I just nod. 


I don’t recognize any of the faces at the station, which I’m 
glad about. I keep in as little contact with my old colleagues 
as possible. 


I do a double take as we’re shown in to see Adam. He’s 
cuffed, and looks somehow smaller then I remember him, 


and a lot more weary. But he looks straight at me and I see 
the relief in his eyes. 


“You came,” he says simply. I nod, feeling guilty that if it 
hadn’t been for Lucy then I probably wouldn’t be here. 


“How’s Lucy?” he asks, and I can’t help flinching slightly. 


“With me,” I say, thinking, in more ways than one. He looks 
happy about that, and I feel guilty again and have to remind 
myself why I’m here. We can deal with the rest 
later...whatever that is. 


“Your house was broken into last night,” I tell him, 
searching his face for a reaction. He looks alarmed and 
genuinely shocked. “Do you know what they were looking 
for?” 


He shakes his head and then Roscoe cuts in. His voice is low 
- he's nearest to the guard - but he sounds annoyed. 


“We’re here to discuss a legal case? Not interrogate our 
client. I need to discuss Adam’s prospects for bail with him.” 


I glare at him. “If you want my help, I need to know what 
the hell is going on here.” 


I turn back to Adam. “You need to level with me,” I tell him, 
“or I can’t help. Did you do it?” 


He looks me dead in the eyes. “No.” 


In spite of everything that has happened between us, I 
believe him. I nod, holding his gaze. He glances at the 
guard, then leans towards me and whispers. 


“T don’t know what the fuck is going on here Matt, I swear 
it. I’ve never done anything more than take a few 
backhanders to look the other way,” he has the grace to 
look away as I see the shame in his eyes, “but drug 


trafficking? No way. They found ten kilos of the finest 
Columbian in a suitcase in my truck. Like Id leave it there. 
It was a tip-off. I’m being set up.” 


He sits back in his seat, wincing. I wonder if he's been 
roughed up...a cop in a cell? Not a good look. 


“Okay,” I say. I drum my fingers on the table, thinking hard. 
Kinahan doing this makes no sense...it has to be another 
cop, maybe higher up...perhaps hoping to use the threat of 
life in prison to get information out of him on Kinahan. But 
even then, why set him up? If someone had found out he 
was bent, why wouldn’t they just arrest him for that? 


There's certainly no way I’m going to carry on discussing 
this inside the station. 


“TIl leave you two to discuss bail,” I say quietly to Adam as I 
get to my feet. “If you get out tomorrow, we'll talk then.” 


He nods grimly. We both know if he doesn’t get bailed, he’ll 
be shipped to state prison, and it won’t be a good place for 
a cop without friends. As I start to walk out, he calls me 
back. 


“Matt?” 

I look at him and see his eyes are brimming with emotion. 
“T’m glad you came. I’ve missed you...and I’m sorry.” 

I hesitate. 


“Me too,” I say gruffly, and then I leave. 


I wait outside for Roscoe. He comes out after fifteen 
minutes or so, his mouth pursed into a thin line. 


“Tt’s not looking good is it?” I ask. Roscoe shrugs and sighs. 


“A cop accused of this? They’ll set bail as high as they can 
get away with.” 


“You’re his lawyer,” I snap, annoyed at his fatalism. “surely 
you have a strategy?” 


Roscoe gives me a cold stare. The guy reminds me of a 
snake. 


“That would be confidential.” 

“Right. Well, I’d better go then.” 

“You're investigating for him?” 

“T’ll do what I can,” I say. Roscoe suddenly looks eager. 


“But where will you start? I mean, you’ve got nothing to go 
on surely?” 


I glare at him. 


“That would be confidential,” I say and walk back to my car. 
Back to Lucy. 


When I get back Lucy is curled up on the sofa staring out of 
the window. As soon as she sees me, she jumps to her feet. 


“How is he?” 


“Good,” I say automatically, wanting to reassure her. “Well, 
as good as can be expected.” I take her hand as I sit down 
and she sits back down next to me. 


“T believe him. He didn’t do it. I just don’t understand who 
did...or where to start looking.” 


She looks relieved that I believe him at least. 


“But you'll try?” She strokes my hand and I can’t explain 
why her touch feels so right. Meant for me. 


“Of course. I told you I would.” 


She starts to speak and then hesitates, but I see the sudden 
heat in her eyes. Suddenly Adam and his woes are the last 
thing on my mind. 


“What is it?” I prompt. She bites her lip, such an innocently 
sexy move that I feel a rush of blood to my groin. 


“Last night,” she says, “I’m sorry I didn’t say anything 
before we...starting doing stuff.” 


“Started doing stuff?” I grin. “I know you’re a virgin Lucy 
but you’re not twelve.” 


She laughs, and it makes her eyes dance and her curls bob 
around her face and I think again how utterly gorgeous she 
is. 


“Don’t apologize,” I tell her. 
“Has it...put you off me?” 
I raise my eyebrows at her. 


“Did it seem like it had? No, not at all,” I reassure her. “In 
fact, it just made me want you all the more...I just wish 
things weren’t so complicated.” 


She nods, looking disappointed, and I take her chin lightly 
in my hand and tip her face up to look at me. 


“T didn’t say I don’t still want you,” I tell her, watching her 
pupils widen at my words. “Just that it’s complicated. And 
the fact that you’re a virgin...I feel responsible.” 


She looks puzzled. “Responsible?” 


“Yes. Of course. Your first time should be special...more 
than a fumble with someone you have only just met...but I 
do want to be your first.” Your only, I add silently in my 
mind, but I don’t voice the thought because I don’t want to 
completely scare her off. Or myself, come to think of it. This 
whole situation is crazy. Knowing who she is...what she is...I 
shouldn’t be doing this. And yet when I’m sitting with her 
like this, it doesn’t feel wrong at all. It feels somehow 
completely and instinctively right. 


And here was me thinking I was a confirmed bachelor, and 
yet this feisty young woman has got me seemingly incapable 
of thinking straight. 


She gazes at me steadily. 


“It would be special with you,” she whispers. “I know it. 
Maybe you’re why I’ve been holding out for so long.” 


I laugh softly as I lean in to kiss her, giving in to the 
overwhelming need to be with her, to take her and make 
her mine. 


“No pressure there then,” I say. She giggles. 


“Well I don’t have anyone to compare you to,” she points 
out, “so you’re off to a good start.” 


Then she stops talking as my lips brush against hers. She 
opens her mouth to me, yielding to me and I inhale the 
taste and scent of her. I feel almost drunk with lust. I can’t 
wait to be inside her, but I know I can’t rush. It’s her first 
time and I want it to be as memorable as possible. 


CHAPTER NINE 


Le 


He pulls back from the kiss and strokes my face. “You’re so 
beautiful,” he murmurs as he leans in to kiss me again. I 
respond eagerly, whimpering spontaneously as he invades 
my mouth with his tongue. A steady, throbbing pulse starts 
between my thighs and I shift my hips impatiently, wanting 
his hands on me. 


“Take your blouse off,” he whispers into my ear. “Let me see 
you.” 


Shaking with anticipation, I fumble with the buttons on my 
blouse, revealing my breasts in a lacy, pale pink bra. Matt 
reaches for them and lifts the cups of my bra so the weight 
of my breasts are released into his hands. He cups them 
gently as though feeling for their weight, moulding his 
hands to their curves and brushing the pads of his thumbs 
over each nipple. It feels delicious, and my breath is coming 
in ragged pants. He pushes both of my breasts together and 
then bends his head, giving them a long, languorous lick 
that takes in both nipples, then to my surprise he lightly 
blows on them, and the warmth of his breath against my 


wet and aching flesh makes my nipples stiffen even more. 
He holds my breasts so that my nipples are pushed 
together, nibbling ever so softly. I squirm in my seat as an 
aching need grows in my body, and then gasp as he 
suddenly sucks on them harder, sending what feels like an 
electric shock of desire right from both nipples and down to 
my clit. 


I arch my back, as he continues sucking on me until I can 
hardly bear the intensity of it. 


“Matt,” I moan, my voice shaky with lust. He draws back 
and smiles at me while continuing to roll one nipple 
between his thumb and forefinger. 


“You like that,” he says, a statement, not a question. 


“Yes, I do,” I say. I wriggle out of my blouse and bra, 
enjoying the lust in his eyes as he sees me topless. I reach 
for him and notice my hands are trembling as I slide them 
up under his tight black t-shirt, playing my fingers over his 
tight abs and broad chest. I lightly rake my nails across his 
chest and am rewarded with a deep groan. He pulls me 
closer towards him so there is barely any space between 
our bodies and as his hand squeezes my thigh, I 
instinctively open my legs to him. 


“Minx,” he whispers, sliding his hand up skirt towards my 
pussy, where my panties are already wet with my juices. He 
strokes me through the thin material as he kisses me again, 
his mouth rough on mine. Then he hooks his fingers under 
the material of my underwear and starts to expertly stroke 
my clit with a feather light touch. I want more. I grind 
myself into his hand, feeling my very core throbbing in 
anticipation. When he finally puts a finger inside me, I’m so 
turned on that it slips in with ease. A second gives me a 
sudden sharp sting, followed quickly by a sensation of being 
filled that is unfamiliar but exciting. 


His fingers stroke my inner walls expertly as he rubs the 
pad of his thumb over my clit and I can feel myself soaking 
his hand even before I’ve climaxed. I feel stretched, filled 
up, but I still push my hips towards him, silently asking for 
more. 


“Are you sure you want this Lucy?” he whispers against my 
mouth. I nod, breathless. I don’t have the words to explain 
this need in me that I have for him, or the experience to 
know exactly what it is that I’m asking for, but I know that I 
want as much of him as my body can take. 


He stops kissing me and removes his fingers for a moment, 
then slowly slips them in again, his eyes fixed on mine with 
an intensity that makes me blush. 


“I want to see your face when you come,” he says and his 
voice sounds thick in his throat. “I want to see you come all 
over my hand.” 


My clit throbs in response to his dirty talk and I hold his 
gaze as I start to gently rock against his hand. Any sense of 
shyness is gone, and I can barely think straight as the 
sensations build inside me, creating a heavy pressure 
accompanied by waves of pleasure. I already know this is 
going to feel so much better than anything that I could do 
for myself. I look down and watch him playing with me. My 
juices are glistening on his hand and the sight of it makes 
me moan, a long-drawn-out sound, as I tip my head back 
and my hair fans out over the back of the couch. I close my 
eyes and allow myself to be swept away by sensation. 


“Go on, sweetheart,” he urges me and I buck my hips 
against him. He pauses and I open my eyes in frustration. 


“I don’t want to hurt you,” he says softly. I shake my head 
impatiently. “You’re not,” I reassure him. “Please,” I add 
when he still looks hesitant. He picks up his rhythm again 


and I close my eyes and hear myself moaning, an almost 
primal sound that seems to start somewhere deep inside my 
body. I tilt myself backwards and forwards, needing only 
tiny movements to feed my arousal, the pressure inside me 
so intense now. I lift my hands to my breasts and squeeze 
them together to relieve the aching in them and I hear Matt 
suck his breath in sharply. 


“You’re so fucking sexy,” he grinds out and his words send 
me completely over the edge. I climax, my whole body 
contracting as intense waves of pleasure ripple through me, 
and when it is over, I collapse back onto the couch, my head 
whirling in shock. As my orgasm subsides, I feel a slight 
ache inside me, but it doesn’t hurt. I feel both open and yet 
tight, clenching around his fingers even as he withdraws 
them, slick from my orgasm. Holding my gaze, he lifts his 
fingers to his lips and slowly sucks my juices off them. It’s so 
undeniably erotic that my hand flies to my mouth and I bite 
my lip, unable to take my eyes off him. 


“You taste so goddamn good,” he growls. Then he gathers 
me into his arms and in one quick moment he picks me up 
and starts carrying me up the stairs towards the bedroom. I 
bury my face in his shoulder, shuddering with aftershocks of 
my climax, and by the time he lays me back on the bad I feel 
simultaneously dreamy and desirous, smiling up at him 
lazily even as I part my legs so he can see my now ruined 
underwear. He stands at the edge of the bed and takes his 
clothes off. 


I watch him intently as he strips off his tee and my mouth 
goes dry at the sight of his body, even though I know what 
to expect from last night. I don’t think I could ever get used 
to seeing him naked...a body like this would surely take my 
breath away every time. I’ve been aware of handsome men 
before, of course, but I've never truly realized just how 
beautiful a naked man could be. Every inch of him is 


sculpted to perfection, from his chiseled abs to his broad, 
heavily muscled arms. He unbuckles his jeans and strips 
them off along with his underwear, and I gasp as he 
straightens up. 


His cock is thick and long and I feel my insides go taut as he 
walks towards me. I want him...and now...but he’s so big I 
don’t see how he can possibly fit inside me. 


He’s huge all over, each thigh like a barrel, but the size of 
him turns me on and I can’t stop staring at him. He sees it 
and gives me a wicked smile, his eyes heavy with lust. I sit 
up as he climbs onto the bed and comes towards me. I’m 
only wearing my skirt and thoroughly ruined panties now, 
but it suddenly feels like too much. I want to be as naked as 
he is. 


He clearly has the same idea as he pushes my skirt up 
around my hips and slowly eases my panties over my thighs 
while I lift my hips to allow for them to be removed. Then I 
unzip my skirt and he tugs that off too. Now that I’m naked 
before him I feel a moment of shyness that's quickly gone 
when I see the look of appreciation in his eyes as they 
sweep me from head to toe. 


He lowers himself over the top of me then and I feel myself 
grow even wetter with anticipation. I open my legs for 
him...but he’s in no rush. Matt starts to nip and kiss at the 
side of my neck in the crease where it meets my shoulder, 
then around to my throat and collarbone. I close my eyes 
and moan as one hand starts to trail from the other side of 
my neck and down my body. His fingertips trail down and 
around my breasts, teasing me as they brush close to my 
nipple but don’t quite touch it...instead they run down 
across the softness of my belly and over my hip bone, 
making me shudder with longing. He strokes my thighs 
before bringing his hand back up to circle my breast again 


and I arch my back towards him, suddenly impatient. I’ve 
waited long enough...I want him. 


He seems to sense my thoughts as he suddenly pushes my 
thighs farther apart and slides himself down my body so 
that he is face to face with my pussy. He plays with me 
almost lazily and the heat of his breath on my most intimate 
parts makes me gasp. 


“That feels so good,” I moan. He looks up at me, his eyes 
dark and strangely serious. 


“Good,” he echoes in a low, rough voice, as though he is 
having trouble holding back too. “I want to pleasure you so 
much that you won’t be able to stop yourself from 
screaming my name.” 


“Oh God, Matt,” I gasp as he puts his mouth on my pussy. It 
feels amazing, as though my pussy is swelling and melting 
and tightening all at the same time, and I can’t help 
writhing under his mouth, my whole body filled with 
intensity. And yet still, I want more. I entwine the fingers of 
one hand in his thick, dark hair. My other hand flies to my 
mouth as he flicks his tongue over the edge of my straining 
clit and I let out a whimper, tugging at his hair. 


He continues to lick me at a slow, rhythmic pace and as he 
does so he moves one hand up my belly and starts to fondle 
and play with my breasts. I bite the back of my hand to keep 
from screaming aloud as my whole body feels as though it’s 
on fire with need. I’m getting wetter and wetter 
underneath his mouth and he seems to like it, burying his 
face in me and groaning deep in the back of his throat. My 
whole body trembles as he moves back a little and looks up 
at me, meeting my eyes as he pushes two fingers inside me. 
I almost orgasm on the spot at the sight of him, his lips 
swollen and flushed and wet with my arousal. 


“T love the taste of you,” he says and I gasp, too giddy with 
desire to form any kind of coherent sentence in response. 
He buries his face in my again, licking at me more 
insistently now as he moves his fingers gently inside me. 
Making me ready for him. 


I know that I'm very near the edge again and I tug once 
again at his hair, completely abandoning myself to the 
feelings that are flowing through my entire body, strong 
and relentless waves of pleasure that leave me breathless. 


“Matt,” I moan as his fingers continue to stretch me and his 
tongue does magical things to my clit. A fire builds within 
me, a growing ache that needs to be released and I’m 
bucking myself against him and moaning now, lost in the 
moment, when I hit my peak and the orgasm rends my 
whole body, shattering me into pieces. Just as he wanted me 
to, I scream his name. 


I fall back onto the pillows as my thighs shake with the last 
waves of my climax, and my hair is a tangled mess around 
my face. He removes his fingers and gives me one last lick 
from the very base to the tip of my pussy before he sits up 
and wipes his mouth, smiling at me. He looks almost 
boyishly happily, taking an obvious delight in my pleasure. I 
sit up and lean against his chest as my heartbeat and pulse 
slow, and I can hear his heartbeat too, strong and fast in his 
chest. 


“You are the sexiest woman I have ever met,” he whispers 
into my hair and I look up at him. “I bet you say that to all 
the girls,” I say jokingly, but he shakes his head seriously, 
the look in his eyes intense. 


“No, Lucy, I don’t,” he assures me before he kisses me 
roughly and I can taste the tang of my orgasm on his lips. 


He brushes my hair back off my face and lies me down 
beside him, nudging my thighs apart with his. We are side 
by side, his legs in-between mine and my upper leg draped 
over his hip. He gazes at me almost in wonder. I’m euphoric 
and nervous all at the same time as I think, this is it...it’s 
going to happen. 


The tip of his cock brushes against the opening to my body 
and I nod, telling him that I want him, but he hesitates then 
asks, as if to make absolutely certain, “Are you ready for this 
Lucy? Do you want me inside you?” In spite of the obvious 
lust in his eyes there’s a look of tenderness too, almost of 
vulnerability, that fills me with an emotion I can’t name. 


“Yes,” I tell him. There’s no hesitation in my voice. I know I 
couldn’t possibly be any more ready than I am right now. 


He grips my thigh and slowly pushes the head of his cock 
inside me. He’s so thick that I can feel myself stretch 
around him, and the sudden pressure as he slides just a 
little deeper into me...but it doesn’t hurt. I’m so wet from 
the climaxes that my body is ready for him and there’s 
barely any resistance as he starts to move in and out of me, 
taking me gently. The position he has me in means he can’t 
fully get inside me and he is rocking rather than thrusting, 
his eyes on me the whole time. 


“Tell me you’re mine Lucy,” he says roughly. I catch my 
breath, wanting him to mean what he says even as I tell 
myself not to get carried away, that this can surely only be 
desire talking. 


“Tm yours,” I say, knowing as soon as I say it that I mean it, 
“all yours.” 


He groans loudly and rolls me over onto my back, taking his 
weight on his elbows and sinking himself fully inside me 


now so there is no space between my skin and his. I feel 
myself clenching around him. 


“Does that hurt?” 


“Not at all,” I gasp. It feels like a fine line, but this is 
definitely pleasure rather than pain. 


He starts to thrust inside me, slow and deep, and I wrap my 
arms and legs around him and bury my face in his shoulder 
as my nails rake his back. My entire awareness is grounded 
in the core of my body where my flesh meets his, creating a 
wave of sensation so that I’m barely aware of where my 
body stops and his begins. 


“It feels so fucking good being inside you,” he groans into 
my ear and then nibbles at my earlobe. 


“Don’t stop,” I gasp as I move my own hips in time with his 
rhythm and slide my hands down his back to grip his ass. I 
like how I can feel his muscles tightening as he drives his 
body deeply into mine. 


“T want to come inside you,” he moans and I tell him yes, 
urging him on with my hips and my hands as I shatter, 
moaning into his ear as he picks up his pace and I can feel 
him twitching inside me. 


He gives one sudden, sharp thrust and groans loudly into 
my ear as he reaches his own peak, his breath hot and 
ragged. I can feel his come spilling into me, hot and thick, 
the sensitive walls of my pussy fluttering around him. He 
buries his face into my neck, kissing the soft skin there 
between pants and I feel his body shuddering against mine. 


I wrap my arms around him tighter and we lie together for 
a long, sticky moment before he rolls to the side, keeping an 
arm around me so that I’m nestled into his broad chest. My 
body fits perfectly into his. 


“Was that how you imagined it would be?” he asks me, his 
voice low. I smile at him, and my voice is lazy with spent lust 
when I speak. 


“It was hotter than I ever thought it could be,” I admit, 
grinning at the look of triumph in his eyes. 


“Pm glad,” he says simply, and kisses me tenderly. We lie 
together, a tangle of sweaty limbs, and I never want this 
moment to end. Because then we have to come back to 
reality and to the whole situation that we’re in, and I don’t 
want to think about anything but how amazing it is being in 
his arms. 


Then his stomach grumbles audibly and he laughs. 
“T think I’m hungry,” he says. “Are you?” 


“Yes,” I nod, although I’m not sure it’s food that I’m hungry 
for so much as more of him. 


“TIl get pizza,” he suggests. 


“Sounds good to me,” I say dreamily. I didn’t get nearly 
enough sleep last night and I could happily nod off right 
now and stay here in his arms. Food can wait. 


Then his phone rings, making us both jump. He leans over 
to get it out of his pocket and I see the look of concern on 
his face as he checks the screen. 


“Who is it?” I ask, with an irrational stab of jealousy. Could 
it be a woman? 


“T don’t know...the number is blocked.” 


He puts it to his ear without saying a word, but we’re close 
enough that I hear a man’s voice say, “Mr O'Brien?” There’s 
something about that voice that chills me. 


“Speaking,” Matt says curtly. He glances at me and moves 
across the bed, but not before I hear the voice reply, “This is 
Bobby Kinahan.” 


I make no sound, but my eyes fly wide open. After a few 
moments in which Matt says nothing more than “Where?” 
and “Mmmhmm,” he cuts the call and looks at me seriously. 
The romantic moment is gone. 


“That was...” 
“Bobby Kinahan,” I finish for him. “I heard.” 


“He wants me to go and see him. To talk. About your 
father.” 


I feel an icy panic grip me. “Won’t he hurt you? What if it’s a 
trap?” 


“From what I know of him, it’s not his style.” 
“But you don’t know,” I point out. 


“No,” he concedes, “But I have little choice. He knows my 
address... won’t risk his thugs turning up while you’re 
here.” 


I see the concern in his face and it touches me...somehow, I 
already know this about him...that he would do anything to 
keep me safe. 


He gets up and dressed and before he leaves, he shows me 
the gun in the dresser. Just in case. I swallow hard but nod, 
determined not to show my fear for him. 


Matt kisses me roughly before he leaves. 


“TIl bring pizza back,” he says, and I watch him go. 


CHAPTER TEN 


I take a deep breath as the thug shows me into Bobby 
Kinahan’s office at the back of his casino, after patting me 
down for weapons that I had the good sense not to bring. 


Kinahan sits on a leather sofa in the corner of the room, a 
fat cigar in his equally fat hands. He’s a large, surprisingly 
jovial looking man, although I know enough about him to 
know that joviality can be very easily replaced with cold- 
hearted cruelty. You don’t become a crime lord like Kinahan 
without a certain level of sadism...and it’s because of that, 
that I’m inclined to believe Adam when he said he wouldn’t 
be crazy enough to cross Bobby of all people. 


“Good evening Mr. O’Brien,” he says in a cheerful voice. 
“Take a seat,” he waves me into another couch opposite 
him. It's a huge office...more of a suite. I sit down, eyeing 
him warily at the same time as trying not to look as though 
that’s exactly what I’m doing. I don’t scare easily and I’m 
not scared of Kinahan...but I don’t have a death wish, 
either. 


“You said you had a proposition for me?” 


He takes a puff on his cigar before placing it in a huge gold 
ashtray next to him. 


“T did say that. I’m happy to post bail for our mutual friend.” 


My eyebrows shoot up into my hairline at the same time as 
my stomach sinks as I wonder what he’s going to want in 
return for this little favor. I also realize he meant it when he 
said he knew Adam was innocent...so was it him that set 
him up? But then why post his bail? 


“I need you to tell me what’s going on here,” I tell him. He 
nods. 


“Yes. The problem is, Mr. O’Brien, that I don’t know exactly 
what is going on here myself...that’s what I want you to find 
out.” 


“Tm not a cop anymore,” I tell him and he barks a laugh in 
response. 


“I’m very aware of that...if you were you wouldn’t be sitting 
here, now would you? Unless you were a bent cop, and we 
both know that’s not your style...unlike our mutual friend. I 
imagine it must have been very frustrating, knowing that he 
was working for me the whole time that you were trying to 
bring me down.” 


That stings and I feel myself getting angry. I try to swallow 
my rage as I snap out, “Can we cut the crap? You called me 
here, remember?” 


Kinahan looks angry and I wonder if I’ve gone too far, but 
then his pudgy jowls settle into an expression of respect. 


“I like you, O'Brien. Always did...it’s why you’re still alive. 
Now, the reason I'm prepared to post bail for Adam is 


because I know damn well it wasn’t him that stole my 
merchandise.” 


“Because you set him up,” I say. Kinahan blinks and looks 
surprised. 


“Me? Why would I do that? He was a useful asset. No, I’m 
happy it wasn’t him...what I don’t know is just what is going 
on here.” 


I sit back in my chair, feeling stunned at the admission, 
because if anyone knows the answer to this mess then it 
should be him. 


“Wait,” I say wearily, rubbing my temples, “So Adam has 
been caught with your merchandise in his car, and the 
informant has claimed he had a meeting set up...and you’re 
telling me you know nothing about this?” 


“T’ve questioned my men thoroughly,” Kinahan says with a 
cruel grin, and I hardly need to know what his style of 
questioning is likely to entail. “A little punk named Jose was 
the go between. Unfortunately, my guys got a little too 
heavy handed...and I don’t know the identity of whoever 
was passing the merchandise from Jose through to the 
contact. Who, I am assuming, also set up Adam.” 


“But why?” I ask. “A grudge?” I try not to wonder about 
poor Jose’s ultimate fate. Best not to know, I'm sure. 


Kinahan shrugs his huge shoulders. 


“That’s what I couldn’t work out. Why not just do the trade, 
take the money and run? But then Jose let us know this 
wasn’t the first time...but it was going to be the last. He was 
getting too uneasy. So, I think our mystery man decided to 
forego this last transaction and use it as a way to create a 
fall guy, then take what money he had made before and 
disappear, leaving me none the wiser.” 


I shake my head. Whoever this guy is, he’s stupid. Kinahan 
and the British gangsters at the other end of the trade are 
not guys to mess with. It's a clumsy operation, so that 
leaves out a criminal mastermind...and probably another 
cop, which would have been my first guess. Still, it’s not 
impossible...and is perhaps the only option that makes any 
sense. 


“Do you have other cops in your employ?” 
Kinahan laughs. 


“What do you think? Most aren’t as noble as you I’m afraid. 
However, I've turned up nothing...and I don’t want to be too 
heavy handed. There will be intense pressure on Adam to 
tell what he knows about me in order to get a shorter 
sentence...I need him out.” 


I smile wryly. I should have known that Kinahan wasn’t 
going to post that bail out of the goodness of his heart. 


“But even if we get him off the drugs charge,” I point out. 
“They must know by now that he’s been taking bribes.” 


“Him and half the force,” the big man snorts in derision. “I 
can pull a few strings and get him out of that...but a 
suitcase full of the finest Columbian that can be traced back 
to me is more worrying. The big chief won’t want it coming 
out that half of his men are crooked...but if he can nail me, 
that’s a feather in his cap. But I can’t go around torturing 
policemen...too much...and this needs some finesse.” 


Which is obviously where I come in. I try not to sigh, 
thinking of Lucy at home in my bed, waiting for me to 
return...but this is Lucy's father we’re talking about, and 
she needs me to help him. Now that I know I’m not going to 
be working against the biggest gangster I've ever met, it 
has just become a lot less dangerous...I hope. 


“Did you send someone to break into Adam’s house last 
night?” I ask, remembering the intruder. Kinahan looks 
offended. 


“I don’t do house burglaries, Mr. O’Brien.” 
I believe him. I nod, knowing that I have little choice. 
“T'll do what I can. I want to help Adam.” 


“Good...you can take Adam’s bail money as your payment 
then,” he beams at me, knowing that I'm not about to 
protest because I would never have taken dirty money from 
him anyway. Not my style. 


“TIl start my enquiries tomorrow...once Adam is released.” I 
stand up, suddenly itching to get out of here, thinking of 
Lucy alone and wondering what is happening. I want to get 
back to her...to lose myself in her soft, sweet smelling skin 
and forget all of this bullshit for just a few moments. 


Kinahan shakes my hand before opening the door. His grip 
is like a vice. The thug shows me out of the casino without 
looking at me, and I make my way to my car. As soon as I've 
sat down and locked the doors, I find myself breathing a 
sigh of relief. In many ways that went more smoothly than 
could be expected. 


But if Adam isn’t behind this, and Kinahan isn’t either, then 
who is? And how do I even begin to find out? I curse Adam 
once again for dragging me into this...but then if he hadn’t, 
I would never have met Lucy. And in just twenty-four hours 
she has somehow changed my entire life. 


I drive away with my head whirring, wondering how I'm 
going to explain all this to her. I stop for pizza, ordering 
three different toppings because I realize I have no idea 
what she likes. 


I let myself into the house to find her in the kitchen drinking 
a glass of orange juice, wearing my shirt again. She sees me 
and beams at me in relief. 


“Oh, thank God you’re okay! I was so worried,” she comes 
over to me and kisses me on the cheek. She looks gorgeous, 
her hair still mussed up from our fucking earlier and her 
full thighs emerging from the hem of my shirt...1 wonder if 
she’s put panties on. 


I try to drag my thoughts out of the gutter as we go and sit 
in the lounge. There will be plenty of time for that once I've 
filled her in....pun intended. 


As we sit and eat, I tell her about the meeting with Kinahan. 
Her eyes go wide as I tell her that he has promised to post 
bail. 


“Well that’s a relief...or do you think there’s more to it?” 


I shake my head, thinking as I chew. Why the hell did I 
order anchovies? Seeing as Lucy has picked them all off her 
slice, I make a mental note that in the future, anchovies are 
off the list. 


“Kinahan seemed genuine...he has no reason to lie...he 
could have just killed me.” She flinches and I remember 
how new and scary this must all be to her. I tell her about 
Jose. 


“So, he was working for Kinahan...and stealing his 
“‘merchandise’?” 


“That seems to be the gist of it, although how he ever 
thought he was going to get away with it I have no idea. 
What we don’t know is who the middleman was...because 
it’s likely that’s who set your father up.” 


“Wouldn’t Jose have told Kinahan that if that was the case?” 
She asks, looking confused. I wince, wondering how 
delicately I can put this...and then decide not to sugar coat 
it. Lucy is no wimp. 


“Jose, so I gather, is dead. It sounds as though he died of 
whatever torture they were inflicting on him before he 
could give up the guy’s identity. Sloppy.” 


“Him dying is sloppy?” 


“No... the guys who were interrogating him...” I trail off as I 
see her expression. “Sorry, I guess after years of being a 
cop I’m pretty desensitized to it all.” 


“I just can’t believe my dad would get mixed up with 
someone like that,” she shakes her head and looks sad and 
again I’m filled with an overwhelming urge to protect her. 
Honestly, I can’t work out which urge is stronger...the one 
to protect her or the one to be inside her. 


It hits me that the two are connected in a way that I haven’t 
felt before. Because I’m falling in love with her. 


“What are you thinking about?” she asks. 


“You,” I answer her honestly. “Even with all this going 
on...you’re pretty much all I can think about.” 


“Me too,” she says softly, her eyes holding mine. 
“T’ve wanted you ever since I first saw you in the garden.” 


“What, when you were pulling guns on me and handcuffing 
me to your fence?” she laughs, her eyes shining now. I grin, 
remembering the scene from yesterday. 


“Tt was an unusual way to meet I suppose.” 


“Tt was...intriguing,” she says. 


“That's why you kissed me...you liked the handcuffs.” I say it 
playfully but as a flush hits her cheeks I know I’ve hit the 
nail on the head. “It turned you on didn’t it?” 


“Yes.” Her voice is husky and Kinahan is forgotten. 


“How about I take you upstairs,” I say slowly, “peel those 
clothes off of that beautiful body of yours, and handcuff you 
to the bed while I make love to you?” 


She gasps, but says what I already know she is going to. 
“Yes, please.” 


I stand up and hold my hand out to her. My cock is 
throbbing now, so hard it hurts as I think about what’s to 
come. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


L 


Feeling exposed under him, my hands cuffed above my 
head, turns me on more than anything I’ve ever felt. None 
of my fantasies could compare to this, and as he kisses his 
way down my body I writhe underneath his lips, my wrists 
straining against the cuffs. There is something about 
wanting and needing to touch him and being unable to do 
so that is so hot I’m amazed to be on the edge already, 
before he has barely done a thing to me. I feel his hot 
breath against my thigh and then against my pussy and I 
gasp in anticipation. He gives a long slow lick along my 
cleft, making me wiggle against the cuffs again and then he 
goes back to my thighs, nibbling and then kissing the soft 
flesh there. Then he nuzzles my pussy and starts to move 
his mouth on me almost as though he were kissing my lips. 
The soft, deliciously erotic sensation is too much and 
already I just can’t hold back. I feel myself cresting and 
then the waves of my orgasm crash through me as he sucks 
my clit into his mouth, suckling on it as the orgasm rips 
through me and momentarily taking my breath away. I 
writhe on the bed, the restrictions to my movement 


somehow intensifying the sensations, and I moan his name 
with abandon. 


He keeps his mouth on me until the sensation calms, kissing 
all around my labia in a way that is almost loving, and then 
he kisses up my torso and strokes my breasts and runs his 
hands through my hair, which by now is damp against my 
face. 


“You beautiful, sexy woman,” he breaths into my ear as he 
leans over me, nibbling gently at a lobe with his teeth. 


“That was amazing,” I tell him, panting. That has to be the 
understatement of the year, I think. 


He smiles down at me with a look that is triumphant and yet 
tender. “Oh, I'm not done with you yet,” he says. 


He reaches for me again and places a hand between my 
legs so that he’s cupping my whole pussy. I can feel how wet 
I am from my orgasm...I can feel it on my thighs and the 
duvet beneath me, and Matt’s lips glisten with it. As he 
slides his fingers into me my body accepts them greedily 
without a shred of resistance, my inner walls clench around 
him as he slides them in a little deeper. He finds the sweet 
spot on the front wall of my pussy and moves his fingertips 
expertly against it in a come-hither motion. Incredibly, I can 
already feel another orgasm start to build, a deeper, tighter 
sensation that contracts somewhere deep inside me. 


He moves his fingers so they are stretching me slightly, still 
working that spot, his thumb circling my clit in a light 
motion as though he’s mindful of my sensitivity after the 
first orgasm. He has such an expert touch and I feel like 
putty in his hands, happy to be moulded by him. The inside 
of my body swells and throbs and I wriggle against him, 
moaning, but he steadies me with a firm hand on my lower 


belly that only manages to add to the pressure. I can feel 
my climax building to a breaking point. 


My pussy continues to contract around his hand almost as if 
my body is trying to expel his fingers from inside me, and I 
moan, begging for a release that I can’t name. His thumb 
presses harder on my clit and just as I throw my head back 
and scream, he slides his fingers out of me as my orgasm 
hits in one long continuous wave of pleasure that is so 
intense it’s almost painful. I’m amazed when my orgasm 
gushes out of me in a flood of sensation and liquid that 
leaves my thighs and the bed drenched. 


Having been bucking against the restraints, I collapse back 
against the bed, panting. His eyes are dark with desire as 
he watches me and I gaze up at him in wonder. 


He moves his body over the top of me and I see his cock is 
throbbing and huge, a bead of liquid at the tip. As he slides 
into me, I lift my legs and wrap them around his hips, 
closing my eyes and savoring the feeling of him inside me. 
He takes off the cuffs, his hands fumbling, and massages my 
wrists, bringing them to his lips and kissing them before 
kissing my mouth. I can taste my earlier orgasm on him and 
smell my own musk, and it’s unbearably intimate. He starts 
to move inside me, wrapping his arms around me and 
burying his hands in my hair as I dig my fingers into his 
strong shoulders, feeling the muscles ripple underneath his 
skin as he moves. 


“You’re so wet,” he murmurs into my ear as he finds his 
rhythm and slides in and out of my body in long, deep 
thrusts. 


As I cling to him, moving with him, my body urging him on, I 
feel overcome with emotion and the intensity of the 
situation. I feel as though I’m almost melting into him, 
becoming one with him, and I hold him as though I never 


want to let him go. Waves of sensation roll up and through 
my body, although I’m sure it would be impossible for me to 
orgasm again right now...my body feels spent. 


His breathing grows faster and his movements more 
frantic, and to my amazement I realize that I’m going to 
come again for a third time. It breaks over me, the 
contractions coming from deep within my belly, right from 
the core of my body...and somehow more than just my body. 
I’m like liquid fire in his arms, only vaguely aware of Matt 
bellowing as he climaxes inside me. I give him everything, 
my back arching and my head tipped back in total 
abandonment. I have a single stunning moment of perfect 
clarity where I understand exactly what is happening to me 
and how I truly feel about this man, and all of a sudden I 
burst into tears- that this is it, my screams turned to sobs 
as both our climaxes subside, the tears hot on my cheeks. 
Matt leans up on his elbows, his face horrified. 


“What’s wrong? What is it? Have I hurt you?” 


I laugh through my sobs, shaking my head wildly. “No... it’s 
just...so perfect.” I smile at him through my tears and he 
pulls me into his arms and kisses my cheeks. I relax into 
him, wishing I could freeze this moment in time. 


Then he says the very words that I’m thinking. 
“T love you.” 


“T love you too,” I tell him. “Even though this is completely 
crazy,” I add. 


Adam sits up, running a hand through his hair and then 
stroking my thigh almost absentmindedly. I love the way 
that he just touches me so naturally now, as though we have 
always been together. 


“It is crazy...I’m not one to fall into things easily. I haven’t 
had anything approaching a relationship for years...and I’ve 
never felt anything like this.” 


“Really?” I feel euphoria bubble up in me at his words. “Me 
neither...although you’ve had a lot more life than I have to 
get through.” 


“Ouch,” he says, wincing in mock hurt. But making the joke 
about the age difference reminds me of the other reason 
that this is a totally insane idea. 


“What are we going to do about my dad?” 


Matt sighs heavily and I see the conflict in his face. I haven’t 
really thought about how difficult this whole situation must 
be for him, but now I get a glimpse of it in his eyes as he 
suddenly looks vulnerable. 


“T don’t know...the last thing I want to do is hurt Adam...no 
matter how much he has let me down. I always thought I 
would be furious if I ever saw him again, but yesterday...I 
just felt sad. I don’t want him to be upset by this, and of 
course he’s going to be. He’s your father. But I’m in too 
deep to want to just walk away now Lucy. You’re mine.” 


“Yes,” I say simply, as if it has never been in question, “yes I 


n 


am. 


I sit up and kiss him tenderly, feeling inexplicably close to 
him. He’s my man, and I have no intention of letting him go. 


Ever. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Le 


I wake up to the smell of warm croissants and coffee and I 
sit up smiling. 


“You spoil me,” I laugh as he puts a plate and cup down on 
the bedside table. 


“Get used to it,” he says with a wink. I let myself drink in 
the sight of him, marveling at the fact that he has suddenly 
come into my life and changed it completely in just a few 
short days. Whatever happens I know that nothing will ever 
be the same again. Last night I fell asleep again in his arms, 
feeling a safety and contentment that I’ve never known. I 
would happily stay in his bed, in his arms, forever and never 
let go. 


Unfortunately, we have other things to worry about. 
“What’s the plan for today?” I ask him. 


“Your dad will hopefully be getting out in a few hours if 
Kinahan was serious about posting his bail...I’ll go and see 
him and start trying to piece together what the hell is going 
on here. Hopefully a couple of nights in the cells will have 


given him time to think and he might remember something 
important...otherwise I’ve pretty much got no leads.” 


I nod. I want my dad home, of course I do, and I’m beyond 
relieved that he genuinely had nothing to do with this drug 
trafficking business. But I can’t help feeling a guilty pang of 
disappointment that my time with Matt has been cut so 
short. 


“We have to tell him,” I say. “Maybe not right now...once we 
know what’s going on.” 


“Td rather be honest from the start,” Matt says. “But he’s 
your father so it’s your decision. The last thing I want is to 
come between you both.” 


I stroke his face. I swear I’m falling more in love with him 
by the minute. We kiss and I feel myself grow wet. I ache a 
little inside from yesterday...but not enough to stop me from 
wanting him again. 


“T need a shower,” he whispers. “Why don’t you join me?” 
“T can’t think of anything better.” 


I follow him into the adjoining bathroom and hop in the 
shower as he turns it on. It’s huge, more like a small room 
than a cubicle, and the water is a warm cascade over my 
body. He steps in after me and pulls me to him, kissing me 
as the water runs down our faces and over our bodies. He 
cups my ass with one hand...no mean feat as I have a 
generous ass...and pulls me up and into him so I can feel 
that huge cock nudging insistently against me. I pull back 
from the kiss and look at him, feeling daring. 


“T want to taste you.” 


He makes no objection as I kneel down, warm water 
cascading down my chest and back, and take him in my 


hand, running my lips over the swollen head of his cock, 
then sucking just over the tip, looking up to see his 
reaction. He shudders and bends down a little to reach my 
swaying breasts with one hand, rubbing the soapy bubbles 
into me. I arch my back to push them into his hands and my 
nipples stiffen instantly at his touch. I slide him into my 
mouth as far as is comfortable as he straightens up with his 
hands back at his sides. He stays very still, letting me take it 
at my own pace as I begin to move backwards and forwards 
along his cock, gripping the base of him with one hand. I 
guess I’m doing it right by the way he is leaking into my 
mouth. Matt groans loudly, his hands twitching at his sides. 


“Sweetheart, stop, you’re going to make me come too 
quickly,” he gasps. I take my mouth off him, grinning in 
delight that I'm able to easily please him in this way too. I 
draw my attention to his balls instead, kissing and sucking 
the soft, vulnerable flesh there. It makes his cock twitch. He 
reaches for me and lifts me up to kiss me hard and deep, 
our wet bodies clinging together. Heat curls in my body. 


Matt pushes me back against the walls of the shower and 
then lifts me up so that my back is against the tiles, my ass 
in his hands and my legs wrapped around his waist. He 
stares into my eyes as he pushes himself inside me slowly 
and I moan my pleasure. The warmth and the water only 
add to the delicious sensations and I tip my head back and 
give in to them, gripping his shoulders as he grips my ass 
firmly and starts to fuck me. It feels so good that my toes 
curl and I know that I will never be able to get enough of 
this man. 


Holding me up with one large hand he reaches the other 
between our bodies to circle my clit and I shudder as desire 
shoots through my body. His touch is so expert, so perfectly 
tailored to my needs, that I feel all thoughts retreat and 


pure physical sensation take over as he continues to play 
with me and fuck me simultaneously. 


I come hard all over his cock and he isn’t far behind me, his 
fingertips digging into my ass as he pumps deep inside me, 
filling me with his seed and groaning into my ear. He 
shudders against me, murmuring my name into my ear, and 
I know that this is where I want to be forever. With him. 


He sets me down gently on the floor and we hold each 
other, my head resting against his chest. Forgetting the 
world and our problem for a hot, sweet moment that is over 
too soon. 


As we get out of the shower and towel ourselves dry, I start 
thinking about the day ahead. Dad’s coming home...and 
now I will have to deal with watching Matt conduct his 
investigation while trying to pretend nothing is going on...I 
wonder if Matt isn’t right and we should perhaps tell him 
straight away, but I have no idea how Dad’s going to react. 
He's been worried for a while about my apparent lack of 
interest in boys, but I doubt that me hooking up with his 
best friend is quite the solution that he had in mind. 


I get dressed, throwing on the last clean clothes that I 
brought with me - a fitted white shirt and dark blue skinny 
jeans - and comb through my curls, watching Matt in the 
mirror as he dresses. 


“Your coffee will be cold,” he says, meeting my eyes in the 
mirror. 


“You'll have to make me another one, then won’t you?” I 
tease and he rolls his eyes at me before pulling a shirt over 
his head. He kisses me lightly on the back of the head 
before he heads downstairs. 


I look at myself in the mirror and can’t help wondering if 
Dad will notice that there is anything different about me. 
Obviously, I don’t look any different but I feel different...like 
a whole new woman, in fact. 


I’m walking down the stairs when I hear the doorbell ring 
and I pause, feeling as though I’ve been caught in the act, 
then remember that I have every right to be here. I hear 
Adam saying something, and another man’s voice that 
sounds familiar, but I can’t make out what they’re talking 
about. Perhaps it’s just the neighbor. 


But as I reach the bottom of the stairs, I realize just why the 
second voice is so familiar. 


It’s my father. 


Holding my breath, I walk into the hallway. Dad rushes over 
to me and wraps his arms around me and I hug him back, 
meeting Matt’s eyes over his shoulder. Matt shrugs at me 
and widens his eyes. 


“It’s so good to see you.” Dad steps back. 


“You too,” I say, meaning it. He has dark circles under his 
eyes and needs a shave. 


“Thanks for looking after her Matt,” Dad says, and I can’t 
help it. I flinch and blush guiltily before I can reign in my 
reaction and my Dad blinks and then narrows his eyes at 
me. 


“What’s going on?” he says, slowly looking from me to Matt 
and back again as realization dawns in his eyes. Matt clears 
his throat. 


“There's something I need to talk to you about.” 


“Then you had better start talking, O'Brien,” Dad says 
angrily. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


My stomach sinks as I see Lucy blush and watch first the 
shock and then the anger blaze in Adam’s eyes. The way he 
speaks to me riles me up and my first reaction is to remind 
him who the fuck he’s talking to, but I rein it in. He is her 
father and he’s entitled to be angry...isn’t he? Lucy might be 
young but she’s a grown woman, and we haven’t spoken for 
years because of his betrayal. I remind myself that I have 
done nothing wrong other than to finally find a woman I can 
fall in love with. 


But of course, that isn’t how Adam sees it. 


I see his fists ball at his sides and I shift my weight subtly, 
not to assume an obviously aggressive stance but so I’m 
ready if he tries anything. I hope he doesn’t...I don’t want to 
hurt him. Out of the two of us, although Adam even at fifty 
is no slouch, I’m definitely the fighter. I haven’t trained in 
MMA for years for nothing. As a cop working in the field I 
did, being able to look after myself was a necessity...guns 
can take you only so far. I eye Adam levelly, willing him to 
remember that however much he might want to play the 


protective father role, he isn’t likely to come off well in a 
showdown. 


Unfortunately, Adam seems too angry to care. 


“Is this your idea of revenge, O'Brien?” he snarls. 
“Seducing my daughter...you rotten bastard?” 


For a moment his words take me back. This wasn’t what I 
was expecting...that he would assume this was all about 
him. I see Lucy's shocked expression and then, although 
she tries to hide it, the question is in her eyes as she looks 
at me. As though Adam’s words might be true. I want to 
knock him out just for giving her that doubt. 


“Don’t be stupid,” I say, keeping my voice as level as I can. 
“This has nothing to do with you.” 


“The hell it doesn’t,” he snarls again, “She’s my daughter.” 


“I can think for myself Dad,” Lucy protests, stepping to my 
side. That just makes Adam even angrier. 


“Be quiet Lucy,” he snaps. That does make me mad. 


“Don’t talk to her like that,” I warn him. He goes red in the 
face. 


“You're telling me what to do now? After you take my 
daughter in, tell me you’re going to help, and then this? 
She’s young enough to be your daughter.” 


Okay, so that stings. 
“T love her,” I say simply. Adam stares at me. 


“Love her? You've known her five minutes...and you’re a 
cold bastard O’Brien...” 


“Am I? Or are you still just sore because I didn’t want to 
stay in touch after you betrayed me and everything that we 


stood for to take bribes from Kinahan?” I can feel my old 
resentments coming back now...this isn’t just about Lucy. I 
try to remind myself to keep it current...she doesn’t need to 
hear all this and raking up the past will help nothing. But 
Adam trying to claim some moral high ground and question 
my feelings for her is really starting to piss me off. 


“I love him too Dad,” Lucy says next to me. I can’t help 
glancing at her and smiling, which only seems to wind 
Adam up more. 


“Get your stuff Lucy,” he snaps, “I’m taking you home.” 


“Dad,” she says softly. “Be reasonable. Matt is going to help 
you...that’s what you wanted isn’t it?” 


“I don’t need his help,” Adam snarls. “Kinahan paid my 
bail...why do you think I’m out so quick? He will get me off.” 


“I wouldn’t be so sure of that,” I tell him. “I saw Kinahan 
last night. He told me the little he knows...and I got the 
impression that he has pulled all the strings he’s gonna pull. 
You're a little man to him Adam.” 


Adam flinches and I can see that I’ve hit a nerve. “I don’t 
need your help,” he says. I shrug. 


“Fine. That suits me anyway...I’ve got actual paid work I 
need to be getting on with.” 


Lucy however looks from him to me in horror. 


“Dad, please,” she entreats him and the sadness in her 
voice breaks my heart, “I don’t want to see you go to 
jail...please let Matt help. Neither of us meant for this to 
happen.” 


“T know you didn’t...he’s taken advantage of you Lucy.” 


Who the hell does he think I am? “Lucy is an adult Adam,” I 
snap, “whether you like it or not.” 


He glares at me again, and then in a sudden rush he goes to 
punch me. I dodge his blow, grab him and slam him back 
against the wall. Lucy’s scream stops me from smashing my 
first into his face. Instead I stare at him calmly. 


“Try that again,” I say, “and it will be the last thing you do.” 


He nods and I let him go and step back, only for him to fly at 
me again, this time just managing to glance my jaw. 


“Dad, stop!” Lucy screams again and the sound of her 
anguish makes me snap. I punch Adam in the face, although 
not as hard as I could have...more of a harsh warning. 


He staggers back, his hand to his nose, which is bleeding. 
“Stop now,” I tell him calmly, although calm is the last thing 
that I feel. “This is going too far.” 


I turn to Lucy. “Are you okay?” 


She nods, but I see the tears in her eyes and seeing her in 
pain like this rips me in two. I turn back to Adam. 


“It’s up to you how you play this,” I tell him. “We either can 
go and sit down and discuss things like adults, or you leave 
before I knock you out. Either way Lucy is going to make 
her own choices regardless of what you - or I - want her to 
do.” 


“You're a bastard, O’Brien,” he hisses at me, but his anger 
is abating and I can see the pain in his eyes too. I want to 
tell him that this really isn’t about him, and that I love Lucy 
more than I ever thought possible and would never hurt 
her, but I can tell he’s not in the place to hear it, at all. 


“You can think what you want,” I say, “But it doesn’t change 
anything.” 


“Please Dad,” Lucy says again, “Let’s go and talk about this. 
It will be okay.” 


His face softens as he looks at her and for a moment, I think 
he’s going to agree, but then his expression tightens. He 
pushes past me and lets himself out, slamming the door 
behind me. 


“Well, that went well,” I sigh. Then I hear Lucy heave a sob 
and I pull her into my arms. 


“Tt’ll be okay,” I whisper into her hair, “I promise. We just 
need to give him time to calm down...this must have been a 
huge shock.” 


She steps back from me and nods, although she doesn’t 
look convinced. 


“I hope so...I’ll give him time to simmer and then I'll go 
home and talk to him.” 


“He’ll come round. What choice does he have?” 


“You're right.” She smiles up at me. “Especially once he 
realizes how happy you make me.” 


I kiss her softly, stroking her hair and feeling overwhelmed 
by the strength of my feelings for her. I know that I would 
do anything to make her happy...and anything to keep her 
safe. 


Then I hear a noise coming from the back of my house. It 
sounds as though someone just shot the door...which means 
someone is breaking into the house. Lucy freezes in my 
arms. 


“Go upstairs,” I tell her quickly. “You can get out of the fire 
escape in the spare bedroom.” Her eyes widen with fright, 
but she shakes her head defiantly. 


“Pm not leaving you.” 
“Lucy...” 


We’re wasting time. I hear him before I see him and I push 
Lucy behind me, shielding her, as a man with a gun appears 
in the hallway, pointing it straight at me. My hand 
instinctively goes to my belt before I remember that my gun 
is upstairs. 


I stare at the intruder. He’s wearing a balaclava. 


CHAP TER FOURTEEN 
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I see the gunman from behind Matt’s body and feel icy fear 
curl in the pit of my belly as he points his gun straight at 
Matt. Even with the balaclava on there’s something familiar 
about the man, but my head is racing and chattering with 
fear and I can’t seem to grasp the thought that might help 
me figure out where I think I know him from. 


Matt doesn’t have his gun. I don’t know how we're going to 
get out of this. 


Matt is reaching round to me and he gives me a little push 
with his hand. For a minute I wonder what he means, then I 
realize that he is trying to tell me to make a run for it. The 
front door is close by. 


But I won’t leave Matt. The man could shoot him way before 
I’ve had time to get any help. And I’m not just going to run 
away and leave him. 


“What do you want?” Matt asks the man, his voice strangely 
calm. “Who are you?” 


The man doesn’t answer at first, but then says in a thick 
voice that even through the balaclava I’m sure I recognize, 
“Kinahan sends his regards.” 


I freeze. This man is going to kill us. I glance at the door 
and through the frosted glass I see a figure that I 
recognize. My dad. For a moment I don’t know what to do 
and time seems to slow down around me. If I scream a 
warning, I might frighten the gunman and he will shoot. But 
if my dad just walks into this, he might get shot too... 


Or maybe he has a gun on him, which would be useful. 
But Matt is talking, and I gasp as I hear what he’s saying. 


“You’re not from Kinahan. A break-in and a balaclava? This 
is too clumsy for him...you’re here for yourself. To stop me 
from finding out who you are...except that I already know. 
Those cheap shoes are an instant give away Roscoe.” 


Roscoe? My dad’s lawyer? But even as Matt says it, I know 
that he’s right. That's why I recognize the man’s voice. 


“You son of a bitch,” I say from behind Matt. Roscoe gives a 
bitter, muffled laugh, and then craning round behind Matt I 
see him pull his balaclava off with his free hand and throw it 
to the floor, keeping the gun trained steadily on Matt. In 
spite of Matt’s almost casual tone I can feel the tension in 
his body and I know that he is poised for attack and is just 
waiting for the right moment. 


But what can he do against a bullet? 


I pray for dad to come in with a gun to save the day and 
wonder what he's doing...he should have knocked the door 
by now. I wonder how much he can see and hear through 
the glass door from his side. 


Then I have a horrible thought...what if he knows what’s 
going on? What if he’s in on it? But I dismiss the thought as 
soon as it comes. He would never put me in danger, I’m 
sure of that. 


Roscoe is talking now, his face a twisted sneer. 


“T knew you would figure it out,” he says to Matt. “Which is 
why I have to kill you. If Kinahan finds out...” 


“He’ll kill you slowly and painfully,” Matt finishes for him. 
“You’re the one who was taking the stuff from Jose and 
doing business with Kinahan's rivals...what were you 
thinking? You got greedy Roscoe, started trying to play with 
the big boys...what happened? Why set Adam up?” 


Roscoe nods. I feel the hatred curdling in my gut towards 
him. He's been my dad’s lawyer since before I was 
born...what a slimy traitor. 


“T knew Kinahan was on to Jose...it was going to be the last 
time. But I knew time had run out. I had just enough money 
to disappear...so I used the last lot to set Adam up. It was 
easy enough to get keys copied...he trusts me with access to 
his spare set. That way Kinahan would think it was him but 
he would go to jail...” 


“You bastard,” I gasp. “Jail wouldn’t have kept him safe 
from Kinahan. You would have let Dad be imprisoned and 
killed for something he didn’t do just so you could feather 
your own nest?” 


Roscoe shrugs without looking the slightest bit sorry and I 
understand this man is a complete and utter sociopath. 
When Matt speaks again his voice is low and while he is still 
calm I can hear the rage underneath his tone. 


“You’re a real piece of work Roscoe, I'll give you that. But 
what were you doing breaking into the Springer house the 


other night?” 
I had forgotten about that. Roscoe shrugs. 


“The only key I didn’t have access to was to Adam’s safe. I 
was looking for that. I have money to get away...but it won’t 
sustain me easily for long.” 


So, as well as destroying my dad’s life in every other way, he 
was going to rob us too. Classy. 


“Why not just go?” Matt says, still sounding reasonable. 
“Why waste time coming here first?” 


“I know your reputation O’Brien...you would figure it 
out...and then I would never be safe. Not unless you’re 
dead.” 


And then I understand that he will kill me too, now that I’ve 
heard it all. 


Finally, I hear the door fly open and Dad charges in. 


“TIl fucking kill you Roscoe you bastard!” He rages as he 
comes flying through the door. 


Roscoe shoots. Luckily, he is surprised enough that the shot 
goes wide, but I know he won’t miss again. Then with a roar 
Matt runs at him, putting himself between Roscoe and me 
and Dad. I see Roscoe raise his gun again just as Matt 
tackles him and I scream as the gun goes off again. 


Matt has been shot. I see him fall to the ground, clutching 
his thigh and I nearly faint. I run to him...then freeze as 
Roscoe points his gun at me next. 


“Stay where you are Adam or I will kill her,” he snarls and it 
stops my dad in his tracks. 


“Leave Lucy out of this,” he begs. “let her go,” but Roscoe 
just shakes his head. He looks panicked, and for a horrible 


moment I understand that the only way he can possibly get 
out of this now is to kill us all. I look at Matt lying on the 
floor, the blood pumping out of him and sink to my knees on 
the spot, my heart breaking. 


Then Matt catches my eye. Even through his pain, he smiles 
at me. 


Then in a movement so quick that I can barely register it, 
he kicks up with his good leg and kicks the gun straight out 
of Roscoe’s hand and into his own. He's on his feet in 
seconds but rather than shooting Roscoe at point blank 
range he slams him on the head with the gun so Roscoe 
slumps to the floor, completely unconscious. Matt groans 
and falls to the floor again. I rush to him. He’s bleeding 
badly. 


“Dad, call an ambulance,” I beg. He does, while I cradle 
Matt’s head in my lap. 


“Don’t die,” I beg him. “Not now.” 


He smiles weakly up at me. “Oh, I’m not going anywhere 


just yet darlin’.” His eyes flicker to my dad and something 
passes between them. My dad gives a slight nod. 


“That was brave, O'Brien,” he concedes. “If you two truly 
love each other...I’m not going to stand in your way.” 


“Good to hear it,” Matt says hoarsely. With relief, I hear the 
ambulance sirens approaching. Matt squeezes my hand and 
I gaze into his eyes as mine fill with tears. I love him so 
much. 


“Marry me Lucy?” 
I gasp, and then laugh through my tears. 


“Yes, you crazy man,” I say. “ Yes.” 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


I feel like the luckiest fucking guy in the world. Lucy walks 
down the aisle looking like a queen in an ivory dress that 
hugs her every curve and then falls down into a froth of 
material. I can’t wait to take it off her later...when she’s 
finally my wife. Her eyes meet mine as she approaches and 
I feel a rush of euphoria...we’ve done it. Against all the odds 
we're still together and about to become man and wife. 


And even Adam approves. As he walks her down the aisle, 
he couldn’t possibly look any prouder, and as he looks at me 
there’s a grudging respect in his eyes. It’s going to be odd 
getting used to being the son-in-law of my old friend...but 
somehow it has all worked out okay. 


After solving the case and saving his life Adam could hardly 
continue to rail against me being with Lucy, but it took a 
few months for him to really come around to the idea and 
we are still slowly building our friendship back up, but I’m 
confident that we will get there...after all we’ll be family 
now. Truth be told, it’s good to have him back in my life. 
Once he realized how serious I was about Lucy he started 


to relax...although I was still shocked when he gave his 
blessing for the wedding. 


He’s also left the force and now works as a security guard, 
and although he has taken a pay cut, he’s a lot happier. He’s 
even finally dating again. As for my career prospects, my 
detective agency is going strong, although I’ve had to turn 
down a few dodgy customers that Bobby Kinahan keeps 
sending my way. I think he thinks he’s helping. He was 
impressed with me and seems to think he owes me a debt 
for clearing up the leak in his business...but I have no 
intentions of holding him to that. Because then TIl owe 
him...and I know how these things go. 


Lucy has applied to study law, fired up about justice after 
watching what unfolded. I have no doubt that she will be 
fantastic at it. I find the idea of her in a courtroom all suited 
up quite sexy too...I'm looking forward to her coming home 
to me after a hard day at work. 


She reaches me and I take her hand. Up close she looks 
even more stunning and I think again just how goddamned 
lucky I am. The priest takes us through the vows and there 
is no doubt in my mind that I mean every single word of 
them. This is for keeps. For life. 


Later, after the service, the speeches and the food, we’re on 
the dance floor having our first dance. She fits in my arms 
with her head on her chest as we sway together. 


“T love you, wife,” I whisper into her hair. She raises her 
beautiful eyes to mine. 


“T love you too husband...and I have a wedding gift for you.” 


“Oh yeah?” I grin. “Does it have anything to do with what’s 
under that dress?” 


“In a way,” she says, and her expression is an odd mixture 
of nerves and excitement. 


“I'm pregnant.” 


I stop moving and just stare at her, an involuntary smile 
taking over my face. 


“T’m going to be a dad?” I ask, dazed. She nods, biting her 
lip. 


“You’re happy then?” 


“Happy?” I say deliriously. “Sweetheart, I’m over the 
moon!” And to prove it I lift her up and swing her round, 
while she laughs at me to put her down. There’s a 
smattering of claps from the guests, many of whom are now 
moving onto the dance floor to join in the fun. 


“What are you doing with my daughter O’Brien?” Adam 
says next to us, but he’s laughing. Lucy looks at him and 
then at me. 


“Shall I tell him?” 
“It’s up to you,” I say softly. 


“Tell me what?” Adam looks puzzled. Lucy turns to fully face 
him and takes both his hands. 


“Dad, I know it’s soon but we’re both so happy...I’m having 
a baby.” 


Adam looks stunned and for a moment I’m worried that he’s 
going to react badly. Then he grabs Lucy into a bear hug 
and I see that he has tears in his eyes. 


“T’m going to be a grandad!” 


The rest of the evening passes by in a blur and we’re both 
exhausted by the time we get to our honeymoon suite at the 


city’s best hotel. But not so exhausted that I can’t make love 
to my wife on our wedding night, even if we do have to get 
up early to catch a flight to the Caribbean. 


As I unlace her corset and take her beautiful body in my 
arms, everything is perfect. This moment is everything I 
could wish for...and more. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


Le 


I pull the duvet over my head and check the time. Six am... 
time to get up for work, the daycare run...but then I 
remember it’s the weekend and I pull the covers back over 
my head with a purr of contentment. Then I roll over and 
cuddle into Matt’s back, listening to the comforting rise and 
fall of his breath. No matter how long we have been 
married, waking up next to him is still one of my favorite 
things in the world. I wrap my arms around his warm, hard 
body and stroke one hand through the fine hairs on his 
chest. He mumbles something in his sleep and I kiss his 
back. 


The last ten years have been quite a ride. I eventually 
qualified as a corporate lawyer and now Matt and I often 
work together with high-level clients. We’ve been very 
successful, even if it hasn’t always been easy with two 
children coming along in rapid succession at the start of our 
marriage. Luckily for me Matt was a hands-on father, which 
gave me time to study, and he is a wonderful Dad to Casey 
and Colum, who are quite the pair of live wires...in fact, 


weekend or not I'm surprised that they haven’t woken me 
up already. 


Then I remember they’re not here. They had a sleepover at 
my father’s last night. Dad adores being a grandfather and 
spends as much time with the kids as he possibly can, 
especially now that he’s taken early retirement. He’s 
married now himself, to a beautiful middle-aged Latina 
woman named Marie. He’s under the thumb...and loves it. 
The kids love her too. 


Of course, all that means is that Matt and I have a rare 
morning alone together. I trail my nails across his chest and 
kiss the back of his neck gently. 


“Sweetheart?” He mumbles sleepily. I scratch my nails ever 
so lightly across his chest and he breathes in sharply. 


“You’ve woken up in a good mood,” he murmurs. I nip at 
the back of his neck, knowing that he loves it when I do this. 


“The kids aren’t here,” I remind him, “they’re at my Dad 
and Marie’s.” 


That wakes him up properly and he turns around to face 
me, pulling my naked body against his. He has a very 
impressive morning erection. 


“You’re a little minx,” he scolds, pushing my bed head hair 
away from my face and kissing me lightly on the lips. I smile 
at him as I reach between us and start to stroke the shaft of 
his cock. He closes his eyes and groans and I feel a thrill at 
the sight of his reaction to me, even after all of these years. 


“What time is it?” he asks. 
“Just after six,” I tell him. His eyes fly open. 


“And you’re waking me up?” 


I squeeze him harder. “Would you rather go back to sleep?” 
“No,” he growls, “Come here.” 


He holds my hips as he rolls onto his back and brings me 
with him so that I'm straddling him and the wetness of my 
body rubs against his stiffness. He reaches for my breasts, 
gazing up at me with a sleepy mixture of true love and 
sheer, unadulterated lust. 


“You’re amazing,” he murmurs. “I knew it the very first 
moment that I met you.” 


“What, when I was creeping around your backyard and you 
pulled a gun on me?” I remind him with a smile. He 
chuckles. 


“Okay, maybe not the first moment...but definitely once I 
had you handcuffed to my fence.” 


A shiver of desire runs through me as I think about that 
moment...it certainly wasn’t the most conventional of first 
kisses. 


“We've had a lot of fun with those handcuffs over the 
years,” I remind him. He groans again and bucks his hips 
towards me. “Put me inside you,” he begs. 


But reminiscing has given me an idea. 


“Where are the handcuffs?” I ask him, loving the way that 
his eyes light up. He nods towards his drawer in the 
bedside table and I climb off him to rummage through it 
while he openly stares at my body. As I walk back over to 
him dangling the cuffs, I sway my hips, watching his eyes 
darken with lust. As I climb onto the bed, he starts to sit up 
but I push him back down. 


“What are you doing” he asks, looking bemused as I 
straddle him again. 


“You always use the cuffs on me,” I say. “Let’s do things a 
bit differently this morning shall we?” He doesn’t protest as 
I cuff his wrists to the headboard, and he definitely doesn’t 
protest as I slip my body onto his and start moving in a 
delicious rhythm. 


He’s all mine. And I’m all his. 


Forever. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: Baby Lust 
Book 2: Veteran 
Book 3: Built 
Book 4: Bambino 
Book 5: Rescued 
Book 6: Leader 
Book 7: Professor 
Book 8: Burned 
Book 9: Worldly 
Book 10: 

Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Driven 
Lucky 13 


Book 14: 


Book 15: 


Lumberjacked 


Protector 


Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman’s Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEALs Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Veterans Day Daddy 


Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Bodyguard 
Greek God 
Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 





Mountain Man 
SEALs Justice 





Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 


Cop’s Babysitter 


Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEALs Saving Grace 


Book 46: 


Book 47: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 


Billionaire’s Nanny 


Book 48: 
Book 49: 


Book 50: 
Book 51: 


Cowboy’s Babysitter 
Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 


Possessive Professor 


Book 52: 


Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward’s Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 


Book 59: 


Book 60: 
Book 61: 
Book 62: 
Book 63: 


Virgin in New York 
Rock Star’s Baby 
Possessive Protector 
Possessive Australian 
Best Friend’s Brother 


Book 64: 
Book 65: 
Book 66: 
Book 67: 


Possessive Cowboy 
Summer Romanced 
Possessive Prince 


Lovers’s Enemy 


Book 68: 


Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Cop’s Best Friend 
Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 


Possessive Brazilian 


Book 76: 


Book 77: 
Book 78: 
Book 79: 
Book 80: 


Hockey Obsession 

Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter 
Halloween Next Door 

Possessive Russian 

Baseball Mine 


Book 81: 


Book 82: 
Book 83: 
Book 84: 
Book 85: 
Book 86: 
Book 87: 
Book 88: 
Book 89: 
Book 90: 
Book 91: 
Book 92: 
Book 93: 
Book 94: 

Book 95: 
Book 96: 
Book 97: 


Cop’s Caribbean Captive 
Instalove Island 

Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving with Dad’s Boss 
Possessive Italian Neighbor 
Possessive Portuguese 
Possessive Christmas Cop 
Russian’s Obsession 
Possessive Doctor’s Christmas 
Possessive Parisian Pilot 

U.K. Boxing Day 

Jealous Russian Stalker 
Italian Mountain Man 
Aggressive Russian 
Possessive Valentine 
Possessive Hunter 


Dad’s Russian Mafia Friend 


Book 98: Russian Teacher 


Book 99: Australian Obsession 


Book 100: 
Book 101: 


Russian Next Door 
Dad’s Irish Friend 


Book 102: 


Book 103: 
Book 104: 
Book 105: 
Book 106: 
Book 107: 
Book 108: 
Book 109: 
Book 110: 
Book 111: 
Book 112: 
Book 113: 
Book 114: 
Book 115: 
Book 116: 
Book 117: 
Book 118: 


Nanny for the Russian Mafia 

Best Friend’s Dad 

Basketball Babymaker 

Possessive Veterinarian 

Brother’s Fireman Friend 
Brother’s Canadian Cowboy Friend 
Summer Vacation with Dad’s Best Friend 
Dad’s Italian Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Irish Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Football Friend 

Possessing His Dancing Queen 
Brother’s Cop Friend 

Halloween With Dad’s Best Friend 
Claimed By Her Boss 

Possessive Rider 

Dad’s Ex-Biker Buddy 

Possessive Undercover Cop 


Book 119: 


Book 120: 
Book 121: 
Book 122: 


Falling For Her Boss 

Claiming His Fashionista 

More Than Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving With Dad’s Best Friend 


Book 123: 


Book 124: 
Book 125: 
Book 126: 


Bossy Italian 

Christmas With Dad’s Mafia Friend 
Maid For The Italian Mafia 
Nutcracker 


Book 127: 


Book 128: 
Book 129: 


Cowboy Cerrone 
Chef’s Kiss 
Claimed By The Russian 


Book 130: 


Book 131: 


Bought By The Italian Mafia 
Hot Nerd 


Book 132: 


Dad’s Italian Mafia Boss 


Book 133: 


Book 134: 
Book 135: 
Book 136: 
Book 137: 
Book 138: 
Book 139: 
Book 140: 
Book 141: 


Mine 

Taken By The Thief 
Curves Ahead 

Her Mafia Valentine 
Doctor Valentine 

Maid For The Irish Mafia 
Winning Her Curves 
Dad’s Cartel Best Friend 
Dad’s Greek Mafia Friend 


Book 142: 


Book 143: 
Book 144: 


Lawyer’s Obsession 
Attending Her Curves 
Maid for the Russian Mafia 


Book 145: 


Book 146: 
Book 147: 
Book 148: 
Book 149: 
Book 150: 
Book 151: 
Book 152: 
Book 153: 
Book 154: 
Book 155: 
Book 156: 
Book 157: 
Book 158: 
Book 159: 
Book 160: 
Book 161: 
Book 162: 
Book 163: 
Book 164: 


Priest 

Claimed By Dad’s Best Friend 
His Curvy Office Obsession 
Easter with Dad's Best Friend 
Veterinarian's Obsession 

Curves For Her Older Boss 

Mob Lawyer's Curves 

Maid For The Doctor Next Door 
Possessive Forest Ranger 

Nurse For The Russian Mafia 
Dad’s Fireman Friend 

Russian Mountain Man 
Possessive Italian Doctor 

Dad's EMT Best Friend 

Claimed By The Publisher 

Mr. CEO 

His Curvy Castaway Obsession 
Claiming His Reunion Obsession 
Claimed By Dad’s College Friend 
Dad’s Detective Best Friend 


BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 
Book 2: Babysitter For Dad’d Russian Mafia Bear Friend 
Book 3: Dad’s Bratva Bear Friend 


LAIRDS & LADIES 


Book 1: Possessive Highlander 
Book 2: Taken By The Highlander 
Book 3: Highlander Alpha 


RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Brooklyn Bratva 


British Bratva 


Book 3: 


Bratva Billionaire 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Bratva Babysitter 


Bratva Boss 


IRISH WOLF SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Irish Wold Shifter Friend 
Book 2: Claimed By The Irish Wolf Shifter 
Book 3: Claimed By The Enemy 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


Follow my Amazon Author page for more 
A Man Who Knows What He Wants 
and other series 


CLICK HERE >> Flora Ferrari Author Page 


